





Of all created things, the loveliest 
‘And most divine are children. 
—William Canton 


Vol. IX No. 5 
November 1996) 

Dear Children, 

“Home”, itis said, “is where the heart is," — a place where you can play, laugh, 
ery, quarrel, patch-up quarrels, learn about life and grow in full freedom. Home is 
|where you do not have to pretend, where you are loved for what you are, as you are, 

For all of us, living in our separate little homes with our separate little families, 
practising our separate religions, eating different kinds of food, speaking different lan- 
guages and wearing different kinds of clothes, India is one huge ancestral home, We are 
‘one big family. When we understand this, we soon begin to see the whole world as our 
home and the people of the world as our extended family 

‘No one knew this better than our first Prime Minister, Pandit Jawaharlal Nehru, and 





all his life he tried to make us see that though we were DIFFERENT in many small 
]ways, we were ONE in one big way. We were all Indians and we were all fellow hu- 
mans living in this big wide world. This is what, I think, he meant by his favourite 
phrase, UNITY IN DIVERSITY. His birthday, falls on November 14, which is cel- 


lebrated as ‘Children’s Day’ 


Kamala Chandrakant 














November 14, is but one day in the year, 

But i's different from the others and very dear. 
It’s our beloved Chachaj’s birthday, 

He, whom we love more, with each passing day. 














He was a child, though he was an elder 
Caitying bundles of responsibilty on his shoulder, 
Rain or shine, winter or spring, 

He loved children more than anything, 


He is ever remembered as our best Prime Minister, 
But this day is special for every youngster. 

So lot us all say, "Chachaji, Happy Birthday,” 

‘And celebrate the occasion as Children's Day. 


KEERTHANA KARUMBAIAH, 
Vijaya High School, Bangalore. 
and the GOKULAM family. 
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Dear Editor, 

5 {have fun reading Gokulam. | learn a fot 
‘about India, | live in US.A. My sister and |, 
‘were born in Flushing Hospital, New York. | 
‘must thank my Saroja Periamma from Salem, 
who gifted me with the subscription of 
Gokulam, watched The World Series Cricket 
In the "Go for the gold” programme in my 
school, | got 3 gold medals and one siver 
‘medal in an Olympic event held for !oca resi 
dents. | am coming to India for my 
‘Upanayanam, | can't wat to meet my cousins 
in India, | am able to visualise the talents of 
Indian Kids through Gokulam, Did you get to 
see the 1998 Olympics? It was broadcasted 
in USA, through NBC who paid billion US, 
dollars to the Olympic Committee, Long live 
Gokulam 





Vignesh Doraiswamy (aged 7). 

USA. 

Congrats, Vignesh for winning a those 
‘medals! — 


Doar Editor, 
52 Inthe August 96 issue of Gokulam, a let 
ter from Maya of Madurai said that life would 


gometoanendintheyear2000 when the earth 


lides wth the ROGUE star. After oading this 
sister, Kaavya who isin Std Vis very 
pressed. is Maya sure of what she wrote? Is. 
‘there any proof?it would have been helpful if 
ya had sent a dtaled article on this topic to 
SOKULAM. |hape she willbe able tomake my 
ster who isnot her usual self these days, a5 
iappy as she was befor. 
Sangeetha Raghuram (aged 14), 
Kerala - 676 121 
‘Are you listening, Maya? Why don't you do 
‘as Sangeetha suggests? — Ed. 








ear Editor, 
‘When | finished reading Smitha Kumar's 
say ‘Under rte (Sep. sue wondered 
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whether she was talking abouthersel! 
‘rabout me because being a student 
cof Sid Xam facing exactly the same 
situation, For that matter, most stu- 
dents who are due to give their public 
‘exam go through the same ordeal, thanks to 
‘our so called educational system. But | 
uess, we've got no other choice 
So, best of luck to all ou guys out there, 
\who are anxiously? awaiting your exams! 
‘Meenakshi Balaraman (aged 1), 
Shaton English High School, 
‘Mumbai - 400 080, 
‘Au Best of luck to you, Meenakshi 
from all of us at GOKULAM! — Ed. 


beat Eos, 
(like the essay ‘CONFIDENCE’ by G. Arthi 
fit Sopra tes vr ag 
Toes te ce tw tune pobom 6. At 
fad hap sending tes oa mage 
Sed te tat ong en ae fe 
erate, But when | happened to read ‘Conf: 
sence wes adware hope on eer 
“Etat Singh ned 19), Jomo, 
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Dear readers, young and old, please 
fill in this coupon and attach it to each 
contribution you send in 
The groups: 
AA) Stories (original fiction) 
B) Stories (retold) 
C) Serials 
D) General Articles (essays, 
experiences.interviews, etc) 
) School News (activities, 
achievements, innovations) 
F) The Stadium (sports features, 
personalities, news etc) 
) Maths/Science/Ecology/ 
Environment 
H) Pet-pals/Wild life 
1) Poems 
4J) Creative Corner (things to make 
and do, indoor games, activities) 
K) Art Gallery 
L Photography 
M) Fact file / Snippets 
N) Jokes / Puzzles / Riddles 
©) Letter-box / View point 
P) Recipes 
‘Q) Odd Man Out ( miscellaneous) 





Please use the code A,B,C, Detc. 
in the coupon to indicate the Group to 
which your article belongs and mail 
your article to reach us by Dec. 25. 
Thank you. 

- GOKULAM. 








his is an incident which took 

place when Seeta left 
‘Ayodhya and came to live in Sage 
Valmeeki's ashram. 

Seeta had given birth to a son 
‘who was called Lav. One day, as 
usual, she left her darling baby 
with the sage and went to have a 
bath, The sage placed the baby 
on the ground beside him, and 
went on with what he was doing. 
Suddenly a monkey came down 
from a nearby banyan tree, 
snatched the baby and scampered 
away, The sage was in a panic. 
What would he tell Seeta when 
she came for her baby? Then he 
had an idea, He quickly chanted 
some mantras and created a baby 
exactly like Lay, 


THE BIRTH OF 


Rusha 


Meanwhile, the monkey 
dropped Lav on the banks of the 
river where Seeta was bathing. 
Seeing her son, she came running, 
picked him up and walked towards 
the ashram, When the sage saw 
her with Lav in her arms, he was: 
astonished, He told her about what 
had happened in her absence. 
Seeta at once picked up the baby, 
the sage had created, kissed it 
gently and said, “This baby, too, 
shall be my son. | will call him 
Kusha.” 

That is how Kusha came to be 
Lav's brother. And even though he 
was not the son of Seeta and 
Rama, to this day he is regarded 
as Lav's twin brother. 

Bhargavi V, 
Chembur, Mumbai 
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Mum : Mum, where's my black ready 8.25! If the Moni 
ribbon? I'd given it to tor herself goes late to 
you. school, who'll catch the 

Dad: Have you packed my /ate-comers at the gate? 
lunch-box? And where's Mum: Let's. rush. Eat your 
that file | brought home breakfast. quickly, I've 
yesterday? got to take a special 

Mum : Oh, god! Why don't both class today. 
of you take care of your. Me: The Upuma’s too hot. | 
own things? Where are can'teat it, Let's go. 'm 
the Exam papers | ready. 


corrected last night? Dad: Soamh. 
Thaven't totalled the — Mum: Me, too. Hey! Where's 


marks yet! the lock? Oh, god’ Now| 

Me: D’you mean these? Oh, where have | kept it? 
dear! made rockets out Don't just stand there! 
of some of them. | Look for it, both of you! 
didn't 

Mum :Oh my god! B Saveetha (aged 13), 

Me: Sorry, Mummy. Where R.S.K.Higher Sec School, 
is my ribbon? It's af Trichy - 14. 
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HOME WEE 


70.00PM (a-_ 


CLANG 
CRASH! BANG 
THUD! DISHUM 


sat up and yawned. Rubbing my eyes, | wondered what 

had woken me up. Just then a saucepan came flying in 
and would have hit my head had | not ducked in time, That 
is when | guessed that a war was on. But between whom? 
Mum and Dad or my sis and brother? | got up to investigate. 
| peeped into the living-room. Well! | should have known. It 
would be raining scales and shoes if my dear sis was fight- 
ing with my pesky brother. But since it was saucepans and 


HO. 





om eo—3 o=-= 
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spectacles, it had to be Dad and Mum at 
it again, "What's the grouse?” | asked Mum who 
was throwing an egg-beater at Dad. "Keeps coming home 
later and later every night! Anyway you keep out of this. Off with 
you!” yelled Mum, flinging a spoon at me. | ducked, My sis and 
brother, who had just then come sleepily on the scene, got a 
spoon each, too. Deciding that it was wiser to vanish from there, 
we went to my room, 
and put our heads to- 
gether to find a solu- 
tion to this recurring 
problem. After much 
discussion and argu: 
ment, we hit upon a 
plan. 

Somesh, my brother, 
went up to Dad early in 
the morning and said, 
“You know, Dad, | read 
that a boy's mother 
left the family and ran 
away because his dad 
kept coming home 
late, What if Mum, too, 
decides to...." Through the keyhole we saw Dad push him away 
with a growl, Somesh winked and smiled at the key-hole behind 
which he knew we were standing, and soon joined us. 

Then | went to my mother who was cleaning up the mess of 
the previous night. "Let me help,” | offered, bending down to 
sweep up broken glass and squished tomatoes, and pick up 
spoons, forks, dented saucepans, egg-beaters and what have 
you. As | worked, | said, "You know, Mum, | read that a girl's 
father had a heart attack because her Mum threw saucepans 
and cutlery at him, when she was in a temper. It was a massive 






























SEWING TROUBLE 


hen Iwas much younger, my 

‘mother used to go to tailoring 
classes and we had a sewing- 
‘machine on which she used to prac- 
tice. Once, | saw my mother stitch 
ing a frock for me and | also wanted 
to stitch, I told my mother about it 
She warmed me against doing any 
such thing. 


attack it seems because he died 
of it. A very sad story. no Mum?" 

Mum looked at me weakly. She 
looked scared. | walked out and 
went to my sis and brother. We 
shook hands and hugged each 
‘other. Our plan would work, It had 
towork. 

‘Wo days later we peeped into 
the kitchen and at once looked 
away. Dad and Mum were 


10 


One day, when she had gone 
out and | was alone with my 
brother, | sat at the machine and 
started stitiching my old frock. | 
had learnt to run the machine by 
ooking at my mother doing it 
S uddenly she return- 

ed home, | looked up 
with a start, and the needle went 
deep into my nail. It was so pain- 
ful that | could not control my 
tears, but | decided not to tell 
‘Mummy about it because 
she would scold me, But 
1 could not hide it from her 
for long. | told her what 
had happened and pleaded with 
her to forgive me. 

| expected her to shout at me, 
‘on the contrary she calmly advised 
me not to repeat such a mistake, 
She also told me that | should 
always listen to my elders, 
Nandita N.Namshiker (aged 12), 


Near Municipality, 
Ponda-Goa 403 401, 








apologising to each other and mak- 
ing up with a you know what, We 
switched on the cassette player 
which we had kept ready for just 
this moment, “Raja Ko Rani sey 
pyar ho gaya,” it blared into the 
kitchen. The three of us grinned 
at each other and thought as 
‘one—MISSION ACCOMPLISHED! 
N.Bhumika (aged 12), 

Ponda, Goa. 
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jejasvi, please bring me 
the lawn-mower.” That 
was Mum calling. I got up and 
went to the store-room. Just as 
T was about to roll the lawn~ 
mower out, an old carton that I 
had kept in the store-room, 
some years ago, caught my eye. 
I opened the carton, Wow! 
‘What a surprise! My toys! My 
Kitchen set, my tea-set and 
stuff, L was transported (0 














my childhood days, 

Tused to boss over all 
my cousins and act the 
eldest sister, While they 
were away at 
school, 1 would 
‘cook make-believe 
food in my kitchen 
set and they would 

at, How Tenjoyed 
those beautiful 
days! Lused to give my parents make- 
believe tea, (plain water), and they 
would slowly sip it out ofthe little cups 
in my tea-set, And... “Teji, hurry up. 
It’s getting hot out here,” I ran out, 
pushing the lawn-mower, to my 
mother. 








ateryT came back to the store- 

room, took out my toys, dumped 
them into a bucket of water and began 
cleaning them. As I did this, I let my 
‘memories take over again. Oh, those 
beautiful days when used to give my 
friends and cousins parties of mak 
believe tea and biscuits and chips. They 
‘were great! 


fier cleaning my toys, 1 

arranged them neatly in a corner 
(of my bedroom. Just as I was about to 
start ‘cooking’, I heard someone 











Those 
Precious 


Years 


giggling behind me, I tured and to my 
delight saw my cousins there, How 
thrilled 1 was! I decided to play ‘elder 
sister’ again. It was great going! My 
younger sister, Divya, laughed and 
Said, “You're a teenager. Why do you 
act like a litte girl?” Tignored her and 
continued to play, For my heart 
believed that childhood is the best 
period of one"s life. It is too precious 
to lose. My Mum, who was watching 
the whole scene, smiled at me, I smiled 
reed with me! 
jasvi (aged 14), 
‘StAnne's High School,(I.C.S.E.) 
‘Secundrabad. 
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When | was just a litle gir 


| iked to dance and paint, 
| also liked the tales about 


Tho fairies and the Saint. 


Merny 'd skip and hop 

‘And jump and run and 
dance. 

Id hear the popcorns 
popping — ‘POP!" 

While I was in a trance, 








On the sands of Silver Beach, 
I'd build my house of mud. 
Snowy clouds I'd try to reach, 
‘And dewdrops on a bud. 


I'd watch the raindrops splish 
and splash, 

Making puddles steadily. 

My paper boats would never 
dash, 

They'd sail on merrily. 


| looked with wonder at the sky 
‘And the sun with its spreading 
rays. 



















*O Sun up there, you are so sly, 
You bring the nights and days!" 


O Mother mine, so warm and 
tender, 
O Father mine, so kind, 
O Sister mine, so sweet and 
good, 
O Friends, O Teachers all, 
To the Supreme God | bend. H 
Nischinta Amarnath, 
Std VI, 
Vidya Mandir, Madras-20 











t was a bright Sunday 
morning and my friend had 
come home. We were to go for 








= 
THEY HAVE 
UT ONE 


reached a dustbin, poked his stick 
into it, picked all the filth he could 
manage and put it into his sack. 
Then he thrust his hand into the bin 
and felt for breadcrumbs and other 
foodstuff that had been dumped 
there, He picked them up, and had 
his a meagre meal for the day. 


‘ow could he? Just, how 
inthe world could he 


stoop so low? On 
impulse, | 


an e 
walked up to him 
and greeted him 


a walk around our area, We left at 
around 7.00. am, and as we walked, 
I noticed a little boy, probably 
about nine years old, walking 
barefoot, clad in rags and tatters, 
with a dirty sack and a stick in his 
hand. | stopped, curious to find out 
what he was up to, 

He kept walking and when he 


with a cheerful 
smile. | looked into his eyes and 
they revealed despair and disgust. 
He forced a smile out of his pale 
chapped lips and that smile lit up 
his face. 
‘Do you work even on a 
Sunday?” | queried. "What's the 
big difference?” he counter- 
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questioned me. 

Jon't you ever go to school?” 

“School?!” he exclaimed. "Isn't that the place 
where kids go and have loads of fun?” 





this innocence was what made me take an 
immediate liking to him. | gave him some 
chocolates | had, and hoping to meet him again, 
probably in a school, bid him goodbye. 

| went home and the picture of the poor kid 
came to my mind again and again. 

‘Why was he working in such unhygenic 
conditions? How did his parents ever allow him 
to do such things? Or perhaps, he was an or- 
phan, Whatever would be his future? Was he 
destined to remain a rag-picker all his life? 


G:" ‘This guy was sure innocent. Perhaps, 


ndia is supposed to have a history of 

I culture, tradition and ever so many things. 
I think itis high time we started thinking about 
these deprived children, put ourselves in their 
place and start following the policy, ‘Each one, 
teach one’. After all, what citizens are we, or 
should | say, what children are we, if we fail to 
lend a helping hand to our unfortunate brothers 


citizens’ and do they not our future determine? 

‘As | sat there pondering, | heard a knock at 
the door. To my greatest surprise, it was the 
same kid. 

“Can | have some food? | followed you, and 
I'm terribly hungry.” 

“Of course, come on inside.” 

He had an enjoyable breakfast. | lent him 
some clothes and promised to tutor him on 
weekends. He was overcome with joy and left 
cheerfully 

After all, DON'T THEY HAVE BUT ONE 
CHILDHOOD?! 





Divya V, Madras 600 024 


and sisters? Are not Today's children tomorrow's | 





Q: When do As- | 
tronauts have their — 
\dinner? | 
'A: At launch | 
time! | 
| Qs Why could the 
| skeleton not go tothe ball? 

‘A: Because he had n0~ 


Ne to go with! 
| 


Q:What do you call a 
\ceacher with earplugs on? 
| A cAnything, she can't 
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ROTARY LENDS 





HAND 


n estimated 100,000 children 

live on the streets of Mumbai 
(Bombay), many of them engaged 
in menial labour. But a co-opers- 
tive effort between two Rotary In- 
ternational districts (one in Canada 
and one in India) is helping to 
change the lives of hundreds of 
these youngsters. 

Called ‘Project Mainstream’, the 
effort — which is supported by a 
126,000-US.- dollar grant from the 
Rotary Foundation of the Rotary 
International movement — pro- 
vides enterprising children with 
training and loans to start small 
businesses such as tea-vending, 
sandwich-making, book-binding 
and shoe repair, The youths earn 
up to twice the income they previ- 
ously received as porters or scrap- 
sellers; they also develop the con- 
fidence to further improve their 
lives 

The interest-free loans given to 
the youngsters, range from about 
Rs. 1,700 to Rs. 3,400 and are to 
be repaid in easy weekly instal- 
ments. 

Through the project, 17-year-old 
Vikki, for example, was able to open 
a sandwich-selling business. His 


16 





AHELPING 


sales fetch him about Rs. 125 a 
day - enough to gradually pay back 
the loan he had taken and keep 
him in business. 

—Achal Narayanan, 
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SITTIN 


Clues Reross : 
1, With these, N sticks to an S but 
pushes away another N (7) 
4, Mine, yours, theirs, -- (3) 
7. Goes hand in hand with 4 
down (3) 
8. Ithears (3) 
9. First-aid --(3) 
11, Not Arts (7) 
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Clues Down : 

2, Mad fellow to be eaten (3) 
3, Copy or imitate (3) 

4, See 7 across (3) 

5. Group (3) 

6. Skill learnt by practice (3) 
10. With cream it's coo! (3) 





lution on page 80, 








W 





FREY ociay | am going to give 
you the exam portion. As 
you are aware, there is only 


‘one month left for the final exams. 
I want you to start preparing right 
from today. Mark the chapters. 

and for the maps you will have to 
study the locations of the conti- 
nents, all the oceans, mountains 
and the countries of Asia... in short 
everything on page 8 and 9 of the 
atlas.... some of them are sure to 
come for the exam... and the map 
question carries a lot of marks, so 
you must attempt the question with- 


out fail," said Miss Rajan, the class 
teacher of Std. Vill 


fter school, Miss Rajan began 

tohave doubts. Had she given 
the correct page numbers of the at- 
las? Would the students get con- 
fused? She decided to check with 
the school atlas. If she had made a 
mistake, she could give them the 
right page numbers first thing the 
next morning. She went to the hall 
and opened the drawer of the ta- 
ble where the atlas always used to 
be kept. It was empty. Since most 
of the teachers had left, she did not 
know whom to ask. The subjects of 


the two or three who were waiting 
for her, had nothing to do with at- 
lases. It was she who often used 
the atlas for the subjects she 
taught; and she dared not ask the 
principal, She wondered where it 


could be. 

The last period 
of the day for Std 
Vill was PT. and 
Games. When all 
were outside, one 












of the good students, Tina of Std 
Vill, had sneaked into the hall and 
taken away the atlas. When she 
reached home she pulled it out of 
her school bag. She was happy 
she could get hold of the atlas with 
cout much difficulty. Now she could 
get pages 8 and 9 xeroxed, pre- 
pare for the final exams wihout 
having to buy an atlas and, as 
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sual, come out with flying colours. 
4n atlas, even a second-hand one, 
costa fortune - something that poor 
Tina could not afford. "With luck,” 
she said to herself, “ll be able to 
put it back just as quietly as | took 
it" Alas! If only it had worked out 
that way! 


he next day, Tina went early to 

School. The hall was next to the 
staff room, The curtain of the staff 
room was drawn. Tina silently 
rept into the hall, pulled open the 
drawer, quickly replaced the atlas, 
and shut the drawer just as quickly. 

She was not aware that Miss 
Rajan, who was in the staff room, 
had heard footsteps and come into 
the hall to see who it was. 


J ust as Tina turned around to go 
lout, she saw Miss Rajan. She 
gave a gasp of tertor. “Miss...” she 
whispered, 

Miss Rajan was surprised to see 
Tina and shocked too - the-always~ 
rank-holding Tina! Miss Rajan 
opened the drawer. The atlas was 
there. "Tina...?” she said, "You had 
taken the atlas?” 

Tina's head was bent low 
shame. 

“asked you something!" Miss 
was getting angry: 

“Miss...” tears welled up in 
Tina's eyes, 

Miss Rajan softened a litle. “I 
know you are not a thief. What then 
made you do this?" 

“Miss...” Tina's voice was 





quivering. 
“Yes, go on,” Miss Rajan encour- 
aged. 





5. could not afford to buy 
we ate very poor...” Tina 
was sobbing, “I... thought | would 
take the school atlas.... xerox the 
pages... and return it as fast as 
possible... to its plac 

“What does your father do?” 
Miss Rajan asked, 

“Nothing.... he only drinks and 
grabs my mother’s earnings to buy 
himself drinks. Mummy has not 
been able to go to work for the past 
three weeks... she is in bed with 
typhoid..." Tina broke down, She 
could continue no more except for 
saying"... Miss, please forgive me... 
am not a thiet.... | will never do it 
‘again, Miss... please Miss, don'ttell 
















“ rake your simes 
y 
pve gocanotner se Nii lah 


re 











Nee, was aware that Vijaya, 
lone of Tina's classmates, hap- 
pened to be passing that way, just 
then, 

Miss thought for a moment. Tina 
was a good student and none of 
the teachers had ever had any 
complaints against her. 

“Allright,” she agreed. "You may 
go to your class now." 

Vijaya silently slipped away from 
there and Tina wiped her tears. 
“Thank you, Miss.” 

Miss Rajan decided on the spot 
to close the subject forever. 


hat day, at the lunch recess, 
Vijaya told all the others about 
what she had heard between Miss 
Rajan and Tina, “ '! will never do it 
again Miss... please don't tell any- 
one...’ | heard Tina confess and 








plead, She is a thief,” she con- 
cluded. 

When they saw Tina passing by, 
they exclaimed, “My! My! Don't still 
waters run deep! 

Tina heard that and guessed 
that somebody must have over- 
heard her pleading before Miss 
Rajan that morning: After what she 
had done, she dared not look any- 
one in the eyes, Her behaviour en- 
couraged them more, 

Tina consoled herself by telling 
herself that she had her own group 
of friends at least. "Hi, Margaret!’ 
she called out, relieved to see her 
‘own friend, | 

But Margaret said, “I'm sotry, 
Tina, A person is known by the 
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friends she keeps. We heard you 
area thief, and we don't want a thief 
amongst us.” And from that day 
onwards all of them shunned Tina 
Being shunned by friends, and that 
too, over nothing, is one of the 
worst sufferings a person can go 
through. 

Almost two weeks passed thus. 
Then one day Shilpa, of Tina's 
class, came to school after two 
months of absence. Shilpa was 
soon surrounded by her class- 
mates. She managed to exchange 
a smile with Tina but could not un- 
derstand why Tina seemed to be 
so quiet and aloof, However, dur 
ing the day she heard from others 
about Tina and could not believe 
it 

That was how Shilpa’s first day 
at school was spent. In the evening 
when the bell rang to go home, she 
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approached her friends for their 







notes. "I'm determined to sit for the 
final exams and to make up for the 
loss of two months,” she said. “I'll 
return your books latest by two 
days.” 

“Er...” said one, "| have to rush 
home..." 

"Me too,” said another. 

“Ditto,” said a thrid. 

Thus all of them turned their 
backs on her and left, All except 
Tina, “Shilpa,” she said. “I'm happy 
to see you back.” 

“Thank you,” Shilpa replied. 
“Can | borrow your notebooks? | 
want to copy the notes of the past 
two months." 

“Yes, of course,” Tina replied 
without hesitation, 

‘And in a week, Shilpa caught up 
with the class in each and every 
subject, She was extremely grate- 

a 





ful to Tina, “I don't know how to 
thank you," she cried. 

“Be my friend,” Tina said quietly. 

Shilpa thought this was the best 
time to talk about the rumours she 
had heard. "er... Tina, what's all 
this talk about you being... a... A... 
thief?" 

Tina sighed sadly and told her 
everything, Shilpa was sure Tina 
was speaking the truth. "I'm going 
to help you,” she said. "Besides |, 
too, have a score to settle with 
them, What helpful friends they've 
been, indeed!” she exclaimed with 
sarcasm. 

That afternoon she approached 
Vijaya and her group of friends. 
“Vijaya, wasn'tit you who said Tina 
was a thief?" 

“Well, | heard her beaging for 
forgiveness and promising never to 
do it again, and she said she was 
not a thief!" Vijaya curtly replied. 

Shilpa began arguing in favour 
of Tina. "A person is known by the 
friends one keeps... huh..." Some 
teachers heard the commotion and 
‘came to see what it was all about. 
Miss Rajan was one of them, 

“What's going on?" she asked. 

“Miss, did you see Tina stealing 
anything?” Shilpa wanted to know. 
Miss Raja replied truthtully. 


Hijacker : Pilot, take the pl 
London. 
Pilot : This plane is going to London, 
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Hijacker : Oh! | think | have boarded 


the wrong plane. 


Kundal Paul (aged 13), 
Gujarat. 








“But these girls accuse poor 
Tina of being a thief!” Shilpa said. 

"Miss..." said Vijaya. "I heard 
her pleading before you." 

Miss Rajan understood what it 
was all about. She admonished 
them with the wisest of words. 
“NEVER JUMP TO CONCLU- 
SIONS! | did not see Tina stealing 
anything... nor have | heard about 
anything missing from the school." 
Turning to her colleagues she 
asked, "Am | right 

“Yes... of course,” they all said. 

When Vijaya and the entire class 
heard Miss Rajan and the other 
teachers speak thus — for surely 
teachers do not lie — they felt 
ashamed of themselves. 

Shilpa further added, “Ifit wasn't 
for, Tina, my one and only friend 
here, perhaps | would have lost a 
whole school year. Except for her, 
no one came forward to help me 
catching up with my notes.” 

Miss Rajan rebuked the class, 
“I think all of you owe Tina and 
Shilpa an apology - specially Tina!” 

‘One apology was followed 
gradually by many. Tina looked at 
Shilpa with eyes fullof tears of grati- 
tude and joy. 

FARHAT REHMAN, 
ingalore - 560 079. 
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or Humpty Dumpty, but rhymes 
Thad never heard, And, what is 
more, they were sung not re- 
cited! Of course he would not 
understand words like ‘ser- 
nade’ and ‘icicle’. But so 
what? For what was 1, his 
grandmother, there? Besides 
sere nd ‘icicle’ and 
‘Timbuctoo' and ‘Donner 
Blitzen’ do sound so musi- 




























So ltook RAINDROPS 
AND RABBITS to him. He 
played it on his cassette player, and 
we began to listen. He loved it, 

wanted to buy a gift for Aryaman “Ammann let'sdo actions withthe 
IT: re-year-old grandson. [was 08S. Come, stand up,” he cried 

ooking for something the two #nd in no time the two of us were 
of us could enjoy together. That was Wing, hopping, shipping, swing- 
when I came upon the audio cas- ing, nodding, clapping and danc- 


An Excellent Beginning 


sette — RAINDROPS AND RAB- ing, It was fun! 

BITS. I played it and knew that it That was when 1 knew that the 
was exactly what I was looking for team of Montessori teachers, musi- 
—rain-drops and rabbits, Itwas full cians and singers and all the rest 
of delightful nursery rhymes, Not led by Ms. Rukmini Ramachandran, 
the same old ones like Jack and Jill who had put in so much effort just 


Se ae Oy Peek "sno BY 
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Fins nte cit: 1, Feral nh Bases 


for all the little Aryamans in our 
country, had made an excellent be- 
ginning. Maybe some day they will 
make a video cassette with children 
doing the actions, so that those who 








do not have \dmothers at home, 
could have fun doing the actions and 
singing with the children on the TV 
screen, 





Kamala Chandrakant 


Rotndrops and Robbits 





Price Rs. 50/- 


Available at: 
Kalaksbetra Publications, Montessori Schools, 49, Hind Main 
Road, Gandbi Nagar, Adyar, Madras - 600 020. Phone : 413660. 








Side A 
1. There are elephants in the 
jungle. 
2, Hello (hello) bello (bello) 
3. Five little fingers 
4, Ina cottage, ina wood. 
5. Santa's using zebras now 
6. Ob, litte fish 
7. From far away it echoes 


8. Pitter patter bear the 
raindrops * 


9. Up, up, up, goes my umbrella 

10. Lama tiny seed 

11. Out in the garden 

12, See my fingers dance and 
play 

13. One fine day inearly spring 

14, Bus driver, bus driver 





[ a eontenis: a 





Side B 

1. Said the 100-legged worm 

2. Jump jump everybody jump 

3. Hello Mr. Bunny Rabbit 

4, Our parlour wanted papering 

5. Hear the little raindrops 
falling 

6. My sbip sailed from China 


7. There are two little magic 
words 


8, My red balloon, my red 
balloon 


9. He's up each morning bright 
and early 


10. Thumbkin he can sing 

11, Slice’slice the bread so nice 
12. Pretty little butterfly 

13. We are the little scouts 

14. Ob, look at the moon 
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+, Jagdish, the famous scientist, 
got down from his car and was 
welcomed by a large crowd, He 


was a lean, tall man of 45, His eyes 
‘always twinkled when he spoke. He had 











come to India after doing research in 
Japan for 12 years. Many rich people, 
businessmen and others had gathered 
to know more about his latest invention 

“My dear friends,” began the scientist, 
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“it makes me happy to tell you that | have 

succeeded, at last. have isolated factor 

M42X. If a couple wants a male child 

both should swallow M42X. It will soon 

be introduced in tablet form in India.” 
The crowd clapped loud enough to 

bring the roof down on their heads. Dr. 

Jagdish: attended a dinner after the 

meeting and went home late. His 

‘happiness did not allow him to fall asleep 

easily, but he managed to close his eyes 

and doze. Suddenly he found himself 

being garlanded by the President of nda 

Guess why? Yes, his tablets had been 

introduced in India. Soon all young 

couples started taking M42X and the 

sales went up. So more and more was 

produced. Twenty years flew past. The 

scientist who was 65 

now, was on his morning, 

walk, Suddenly he 

noticed that there were 

only boys and boys 

everywhere, Not a 

single girl! In schools 

they started a new 

‘subject on an extinct 

species called ‘girl. 


he world saw no 

more girls. Not one was there, to 
produce more children, No jingling of 
anklets was heard anymore. The 
population started decreasing till only a 
few hundreds were left, including the 
good old scientist. 

‘The U.N.O was alarmed, Summons 
were sent to him, the scientist reponsible 
for the calamity, to appear before them. 

“Wi, Scientist,” began a young man, 
“we want you to do something, anything 
and bring us a woman. We are doomed 
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if you don't. Man will in no time become 
extinct!" 

“But, awomanis nota thing. | cannot 
invent, create or manufacture her!" he 
protested. 

“Youhave to try. When you could pre 
vent women from being born by intro- 
ducing and promoting M-42X tablets, why 
can't you do this?” asked an elderly person, 

“itis impossible. am sorry. |do not 
hrave the power to do it.” 

Atti, everyone started abusing him. 
The scientist could not bearit. He fainted 
and fell 

Dr. Jagdish woke with a start to find 
himself on the floor near his bed, He 
had fallen off the bed! 


“Ah! Thank god it was only a night- 
mare,” the scientist mumbled, and went 
tohis lab, Not to invent anything but to 
destroy. 


Ys he destroyed every single tablet 

cof M42X and tore up al the formulae 

for making them. Maybe it was a night- 

‘mare but it had made him think, and had 

stopped mankind from becoming extinct! 
K, Lakshmi, Std. 

Pondicherry - 8. 

















think all of you love your 

grandparents and enjoy being 

with them. Well, I, too, love 
mine very much. But two years 
ago, | realized that there are 
some stone-hearted, cruel men 
and women who abandon their 
aged parents. 


‘One day, when I was in the 
ninth standard, our class teacher 
announced that we would be 
going the following week to the 
“Old Age Home’. We'were quite 
surprised. We did not know that 
such homes existed. We had only 








heard about orphanages, Socie- 
ties for the Disabled, and so on, 


She described their lorieliness 
and bitterness, and asked us to 

bring things like sugar, kerosene, 
talcum powder, soup, condensed 
millk, cakes and whatnot. Then 

she taught us many songs to sing 
to the inmates to cheer them up. 


At last the day arrived. We, the 
students of Std IX and Std X, 
along with our teachers, left in a 
van for the ‘Home’. We were 


fully prepared but, in our heart of 
hearts, we did not like going 
there. Our teachers had asked us 
to speak to them and cheer them 
up. We were not really sure about 
how to do that. 


In the van, we sang popular 
Hindi songs and finally reached 
our destination. We-had expected 
a kind of hospital with sick peo- 
ple, but we were pleasantly sur- 
prised. It was a beautiful cottage, 
of course very, very big, with an 
equally big, wonderful garden, 


At first I felt very uncomfort- 
able and self-conscious. 


on't Send 





was carrying a huge packet 
of cakes and some tins of con- 
densed milk. As we walked on, 
we received broad smiles. Every- 
one waved to us and we waved 
back. I was at once put at ease. 
An elderly nun pushed a trolley 
towards me. | emptied the pack- 
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ets onto it and before I knew it, I 
offered to push the trolley for 


og Pos Porno! 


a 


her! She was very pleased. After 
helping her, | joined my class - 
mates who were looking quite 
settled, 


A sister showed us around. 


US aWa 


We first went to the men's sec- 
tion, They were so helpless. 
‘Many young men were feeding 
them. The scene was very, very 
pathetic. I was on the verge of 
tears when my teacher started a 
song. We happily sang. And then 
the old men started clapping. We 
‘were overwhelmed with both joy 
and sadness. 


We then visited the women’s 
section, We spoke to them in 
English. One of them said ‘Enaku_ 
conga bhasha puriyadhu"’. 1am a 





‘Tamilian. So I had a long chat 
with her in Tamil. She asked me 
and my friends not to send away 
cour parents when we grow up. 
‘We promised we would not. She 
kissed my hands and started: 
crying. | fought back my tears. 
and consoled her. Alll of them 
wanted to talk to us. How happy 
they were! Seeing us they re- 
marked that we looked like their 
grandchildren and started crying! 
We could not console them for 
we ourselves were full of sorrow. 
Even though they were looked 
after and cared for by the nurses, 
they still desired to be a part of 
their own family. The 
| Y sister showing us around 
remarked, “Pain is their 
only friend.” To this I 
teplied, "God, too is their 
friend", Here they were 
waiting for Death but weie still 
haunted by an evil spirit — loneli- 
ness. We left the place with 
heavy hearts. One of the elderly 
ladies had said that we would 
always be in thelr prayers but in 
return asked us to pray for them! 
‘These words echo in my ears 
‘even today. Will you pray for 
them friends? 


Usha Raman (aged 15), 
Bangalore - 560054 


"Tdon'tunderstond your language 
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| Meeting Grandma | | Meeting Grandma | 


annan, the only child of rich 

parents, wanted to attend 

his uncle's wedding for two 
reasons. He was eager to meet his. 
grandmother and the wedding was 
to be held in the dense jungles of a 
tribal village. His parents agreed to 
take him along with them, espe- 
cially since it was during the sum- 
mer vacation. 

They went by car. As they drove 
on, Kannan felt the strong hot wind 
blowing, watched field mountain 
and river vanishing, and enjoyed 
the sweet fragrance of champak 
and jasmine flowers. He remem- 
bered the last time he had visited 
his grandma years ago. He remem- 
bered her specialities, ‘ootapam’ 
and ‘kozhikattai’. 

He remembered the fondness 
and love which she had be- 
stowed on him. She had 
told him the story of 
Rama anda few 
tales from the 
Mahabharata. 

He remember- 

ed how he had 
cried when she 
came to brave Jatayu's 
death at the hands of 


30 


















cruel Ravana. His reverie was bro- 
ken when the car suddenly jolted 
to a halt. The sun was setting in 
the west. It looked as if the vanish- 
ing golden rays of the sun had left 
nature sad. He and his father 
cleared the bushes for pitching a 
tent. That over, Kannan sat and 
watched his mother peeling pota- 
toes. He remembered her often 
saying that a strange incident had 
occurred when Grandma was a 
young woman. It was the time 
‘when the whole of India had raised 
its voice in protest against the op- 
pression of the Britishers. 
‘She would stop abruptly 
because she said that 
she knew very litle of 


the incident and asked him 
question his grandma about it. He 
would soon be able to do that. 
Early the next morning, they 
sumed their journey, They stopp 
only twice, once for breakfast and 


then forlunch. A little before night 
fall they camped in an op 

We are now only half a day's 
journey from the village his 
father. 


you think that Grand 
ery old now?’ 
Kannan. The last time we 

met, you were only six years 
old, Now you are sixteen! 

‘Come on, everybody, 
called Kannan's mother. 
Dinner is ready 

heir camp was 

filled with dark- 


ness. The stars 


twinkled and it seemed to 


asleep. He did not wake up even 
a strange disc-like object 
from space landed beside him. 
Three small greenish, friendly-look- 
inga out of the strange 
object. They walked out 
towards the bushes and 
returned with some fruits 








piled on 
their 
arms. 
They got into the flying object not 
Noticing that one of their precious 
instruments, a squarish diary - like 
‘object, had fallen onto the grass. 
‘The strange disc which soon dis- 
appeared into the vast sky, looked 
just like any other star. 

With dawn, the whole’surround- 
ing came alive, Birds of different 
kinds chirped and the morning dew 
‘on the petals of flowers looked like 
a rainbow. Kannan yawned and he 
went inside the tent, to wake his 
parents. Later, he went to anearby 
river to have a bath. While return- 
ing he saw the brown squarish di- 
ary-like object. He picked it up and 
opened the flap. He was surprised 
because what he saw was a cal- 
culator! He wanted to show it to his 
Parents but on second thoughts, 
decided not to, For he knew that his 
parents would not let him keep it. 

The car now sped along the last 
few miles and reached the village. 
They stopped and got down. The 
village was flush with greenery. 
There was a small pond in which 
they could see different varieties of 
water-birds skimming the water. 


he sweet sound of temple bells 
reached them from a distance. 
Kannan was so delighted that he 
pressed his mother's warm hand. 
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His mother returned a smile 
Kannan's father asked a 
passerby the way to Grandma's 
house for it was a long time since 
they had visited the village. The 
passerby pointed to a narrow lane 
leading into the woods. Father 
locked the car door and they 
walked into the narrow lane. On 
either side of their path were a va- 
riety of red berries. Kannan asked 
his mother if he could eat some. 
She said, "No. They might be poi- 
sonous.” Soon they reached a 
large clearing. They saw a small, 
clean, thatched hut surrounded by 
plantain trees, coconut trees and 
amla trees. Kannan noticed a small 
squirrel scurrying past. They saw 
a beautiful and attractive ‘kolam’ 
in front of the hut. Kannan’'s father 
went in first and his mother fol- 
lowed. They touched his grand- 
ma's feet and received her bless- 
ings. Then Kannan entered. Hi 
grandma was wearing a violet sari, 
Her forehead was smeared with 
sacred ash. She was alittle plump 
and had kind eyes. She stood and 
stared when she saw Kannan. His 
parents introduced him to her. She 
hugged and kissed his face many 
times. 

“Ah! It has been so many years 
since | last saw you. Dear, dear 
Kannan, you really have grown!” 

“Grandma! You've made “oota- 
pam"! My favourite dish! | can 
‘smell it.” 

‘Appa and Amma smiled, And all 
of them went inside with Grandma 
to have a hearty meal 

(TO BE CONTINUED) 
G. Ravi, Bangalore. 
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Is It 
Right? 


Fancy,looking atjbitds 

Gliding aimless in the sky. 

From u@B'to tree they fly, 

Perching on branches swaying 
High. 





From the blagkicrow, 


ease 


With thelr nes 








33 


The peacock with wings so 
bright; 

The cuckoo with funes-all right; 

Alas! They are pushed into cages 

{And there they are kept for ages! 


Gone is their freedom of fight 
Gone are their days of light; 
‘And to think we are the cause 
Of their present plight! 


|s all this right?! 
R, Suchitra, Std IX, 


Academy, 
Madras. 
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nce upon a time there lived 
0 ‘apoorman called Abuvunas. 
He was clever and often played 
pranks on rich people and even on 
the chief. So they did not like him 
and wanted to kill him. 

Once the chief sent for 
Abuvunas, and when he came 
said, "I hear that you are very 
clever, Abuvunas! Build me a 
house in the sky in three days. If 
you don't, my soldiers will kill you 
You may take the help of as many 
men as you need.” 

“I shall build it, my chiet 
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said 


Abuvunas and went home. He 
began to think. Then he made 
a kite and tied a bell and a 
long string to it. When the 
wind blew, the kite rose high 
up into the air. But it did 
not fly far because 
Abuvunas had tied the 
string to a tree 
The next day all the people of 
the town heard the bell and saw a 
dark spot in the sky. The chief, too, 
saw the spot. Abuvunas went to 
him and said, “Oh! My chief the 
house in the sky will soon be ready. 
Do you hear the bell from the sky? 
The workers are ringing it. They 
need some more boards for the 
roof of the house. Please tell your 
soldiers to climb up to the sky with 
the boards. 
‘But how will my soldiers climb 
up to the sky?" asked the chief 
‘Oh! There is a way up," said 
Abuvunas. So the chief ordered 
his soldiers to get some boards 
and to follow Abuvunas. They 
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came to the tree and saw the string 
there. “This is the way up to the 
sky,” said Abuvunas. “Climb up 


the string and you will come to the 
sky." The soldiers tried to climb 
up the string but they could not 
“Try again! Try again! Our chief 
will be very angry if you don't carry 
the boards up to his house in the 


sky," said Abuvunas. 

Then the soldiers 

went to the chief and 

said, “Oh! Chief, no 

man can climb up to 

the sky!” The chief 

thought a little and 

said "That's right! 

Nobody can do that.” 

Then Abuvunas 

said to the chief, "Oh, 

my Chief, if you know that, why do 

you ask me to build a house in the 

sky?" And the chief could give no 

answer to that, Abuvunas went to 

the tree, cut the string and walked 
away with the kite, 

‘Sandhya Surendran (aged 11), 

Harl Sree Vidhya Nidhi School, 

Trichur - 680 002. 
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twas Sunday. Our relatives 
had come over and we were 
chatting and watching the serial 
‘Dasavatharam’. 

My cousin asked me 
whether | knew the names of 
the ten main avatharams. | did. 
| reeled them off in order, 
“Matsya, Kurma, Varaha, 
Narasimha, Vamana, 
Parashurama, Rama, Krishna, 
Buddha, Kalki,” and stopped. 








WHAT ABouT 
GOKULAM? 





“Hey! You left out Gokulam!” 
cried my three-year-old brother, 
who was listening attentively. 
We had a hearty laugh. We 
used to buy both, Gokulam and 
Kalki, and he had confused the 
name of the magazine with the 
avatharam! 
Suprema Raj (aged 11), 
Shree Narayana Mission 
School, 
Madras - 33. 
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Tn SPARED. 
IY JISSION 1670 PREVENT INURIES | 
CAMSED By FIRE. 

MEMBER, ALWAYS BE CAREFLL 


IN ANOTHER PART OF TOWN, SOME CHILDREN ARE 
UPTO PRANKS ~ THEY ARE PLANNING TO LGHT 
REWORCS INSIDE THE DRAW na ROOM. 





] | aneaniwrwuis, A BURNING OHAKRAY HAS 
GONE UNDER ONE OF THE 0%, 
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Lessons 

« Sparklers (phulhacs) shouldbe held away trom the body 

«Light freworks from th side; never bend over them 

Don't wear loose, flowing garments whe playing with reworks 

our Water over bums and go oa doctor. Dont apply ontment, buf or any oly subs 

Chien should play wih reworks ony when grown-up people are there to ook ater them 

+ Dor tlight crackers inthe house — curtains and fumishings are highly combustible 

« Never ight a fower pot (anar)hokgng 

«© Never put reworks in your pockets 

+ Don teverretumto‘afrework once you bghtit—the firework may explode on your face 
EA AA 


















US 


One rainy evening, when my 
friends and | were 


playing, we sawa on our search. We 
small black a> S went around 


for her. 
Taking the 
puppy along, we set out 


brown and the whole 
white col- xy colony until 
oured dark, but 
puppy ay we could 
with 


not find 
one of her. We 
his legs foe Pi vere all 
injured very 
He also tired so we re- 


seemed laxed for a 
while. The 


00. puppy also sat 

e6 PUPS down wth us 

@ We then built 
00. 





a house for him 
e extremely Sad gut of some bricks that were ly- 


@& as he could not ing on the roadside; 
find his mother. and for the roof, we 


So we deci- spread some leaves 


ded to look across the walls 
so that no rain 






would fall on him. We then gave 
him some food which he ate. 
Then he fell asleep. 

The next day when | went to 
the house we built, to bring him 
home, he was not there. But the 
house stood erect, in spite of 
the heavy rain that night. | do 





not know where he went. He had 
probably, found his mother!! 


Abhimanyu Kumar, 
New Delhi - 110 070. 








THE HELPLESS PUP 








his incident took 
place a fortnight ago 
when | was staying 
with my aunt, One 
moming | woke up and 
was ready to take my 
usual stroll, My sister 
and |, were about to 
step into the children's 
park near my aunt's 
house, when we sawa 
scene, a miserable 
scene. There were 
some street boys, be- 



























tween 8 tb 10 years of 
age, teasing a small pup. They had 
tied up the legs of the pup and were 
having fun while the pup was strug- 
Qling to free itself. | thought, “God 
made man superior to all other ani 
mals and this is what man does.” | 
was literally in tears. Finally we 
summoned up our courage and 
scolded the boys for their cruel 
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behaviour. The boys went away| 

and we immediately released the| 

pup. The pup wagged its tail gave} 

us a glance and ran away. But | 

shall always remember this inci-| 
dent. 

ANJALI POOVAIAH, 

Std vil, 

Vijaya High School, 

Bangalore. | 
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Sushma Thakur (aged 13), 
New English School, 
Kalwa District - Thane. 





‘Madras - 600 087. 
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No, yaar. 


am very busy 
today. | cannot 
come. Don't you 
know India - 
Pakistan match 
is there today’ 
Here it goes 
again, the craze 
for World Cup. 
Shops are 
closed, factories 
and offices are 
closed... almost 
everything is 
closed! You look 
anywhere, you 
hear people talking nothing else 
but cricket. “Brian hit a four." 
“What's so great? Sachin hit a 
six." 

Why are people so crazy 
about cricket? What do they get 
by wasting their time and money 
on oricket? | think in this matter 
the Americans are right. They do 
not waste their time and money 
‘on cricket. | think it is nothing 
but a craze. What do you think, 
readers? | do not say cricket is 
bad. It is good to laugh and 
enjoy but as the saying goes too 
much is too 
| bad’, Even 
|S.S.L.C. stu- 
dents who are 
supposed to 
prepare for their 
exams are seen 
in front of the 5 





Whats < 


ads (advertise- 
ments) that are 
shown in be- 

tween while the 








—— 
TV. Not only boys 
but also girls are 

p seen playing in 

the grounds and 

imitating the 
cricket stars. 

They are also 

attracted by the 


match goes on, 
and pester their 
parents to buy 
those things for 
them, 


People bet in thousands 
and lakhs, and kill themselves if 
they lose the bet. Take for ex- 
ample how we the Indian peo- 
ple reacted at Edens during the 
semi-finals between India and 
Sri Lanka. 

Thus there has to be a limit 
to cricket. It should be telecast 
at the right time and on the right 
day. If not, everybody will be 
seen playing cricket and land 
themselves in nothing but 
trouble neglecting all other acti- 
Vities,including 
studies. 





AMARI 
ACHARYA, 
(aged 12), 
Sacred Heart 
Convent School, 
Hubli 
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< 
FEATURE 









Hearing the word ‘NEIGH. "Neighbours... well-travelled 

BOUR’ makes me stare at the Neighbours. Now these sweet 

sky and makes my brain recall "eighbours of mine had certain 

what happened to me and must Special qualities. Some of 

have happened to many of you —_them spoke in very high 

who are reading this piece writ- voices, ran all around,iie 

ten by my trembling and shiver house and broke all our pots 

ing hand, (all of which we took in our 
Itall started with the coming stride) but their greatest speci- 

of my ert... Lam sorry... urnew ality was listening to both clas- 
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sical and pop music at full 
volume, a volume which made 
my mother go. wild and my 
father go out of the house to 
request them to “Stop it". Did 
that solve the problem? Not a 
hope! Their stereo would con- 
tinue singing... rather blaring 
At last the limits of our pa- 
tience were reached. We had 
tried every trick, including 
Subbu's, but all in vain. Then 
there was a quarrel or rather a 
war, a Kurukshetra war be- 
tween us. But the same idiotic 
drama, with all its characters 
and acts continued — 
loud-speaking, pot-breaking, 
Mom shouting, Dad running, 
stereos howling... Then 
at last it all stopped. Not 
because our neighbours real- 


ized their mistake but because 


we realized ours — the folly of 
continuing to stay in that 
neighbourhood! We sought 
out another roof and put an 
end to the nuisance and non: 
sense. 


Simi Radhakrishnan, 
(aged 14), 
Bangalore - 560 032. 
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My neighbour's name is Miss 
Brown, 
She is the kindest lady in town, 
She has brown hai and brown 
eyes. 
When she smiles she looks very 
nice, 
Her cookies and pastries are: 
always the best, 
She often calls me her sweet 
little pestl 

ove Miss Brown and, 
I know, you would like her too, 


SARASWATI DATAR, 


Std VI, Bhavan’s Rajaji. 
Vidyashram, 
Madras. 


Visitor : Are you always this si- 
lent? 

Rohan : No, but Mummy prom- 
Ised me ten rupees if | did not say 
anything about your bald head and 
long nose. 

Ju PAV, Std VIL, 
New Dethi - 110 022, 





FAPPUS KUKU IN 5 


We CROCK 
































The 
Intelligent 
CAT 


e live on the first floor of a 
house. Another family lives 
‘on the ground floor. A stray cat used 
to roam about in their garden. They 


fed the cat and their children often 
played with it. He was aptly named 
Brownie, as he was light brown in 






colour, If the neighbours either for- 
got to put out the food for him or 
even delayed, he would go up to 
their door, knock on it and ‘meow’ 

When our neighbours suddenly 
left for their home-town, the cat 
was very lonely. He sat all by him- 
self and walked around aimlessly. 
| wondered what he would do for 
his next meal. 

That evening, | was all alone at 
home as my parents had gone out. 
Then, a strange thing happened 
Around half past eight, | heard a 
slight knock at the door. As usual | 
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looked through the peep-hole be- 
fore opening the door, But to my 
surprise, | could not see anybody. 
| wondered ifit could be a boy who 
was not tall enough to be seen 
through the peep-hole. 

Suddenly, fear gripped me. Why 
did the boy knock and not use the 
calling bell? Why didn't he knock 
again? Was it'a thief? Cpuld it be 
some creature or.....?" 

| was trembling with fear, My 
hand did not dare touch the door 
handle, What could | do? | was all 
alone. Aah! An idea struck me. 
“Who are you?" | asked at the top 





of my voice, trying to be brave. Af- 
ter what seemed like hours, | heard 
the soft Meow!" of a cat 

What a relief it was! It was none 
other than Brownie, meowing again 
and again. | quickly opened the 
door to let the hungry cat in. | fed 
him well and played with him. 

Now, Brownie always knocks at 
my door when he is hungry. Intell 
gent, isn't he? 


VIVEK ELANGOVAN 
(aged 13), Madras - 54. 












twas 1994, We were all 

eagerly awaiting a new comer 
in the house. My father had to 
go to Bahrain in order to join a 
new company. Since | was in 
India with my mother, | used to 
go with her to the doctor on 
every visit, 

Atlast D-Day came, My 
mother was taken into the 
operation theatre. | was left 
outside. | started crying, and 
my grandmother and my aunt 
consoled me, Soon a nurse 


MY YOUNGER BROTHER 


Tiere ay younger ror cet 

1 donot want fo lose him at ony cost 
We fight ot but sil, 

{do not want to lose him at any cost 


Ho sis on he sofa and plays wi i plane 
Seon hes ther, playing in he cin, 

He plys wth he coment mixer onthe rod. 
He sony ive yeors ol 

He realy shines like pure gold 





Hess onthe for plying wi is blak, 
‘Soon he is there, playing with some rocks, 
Hove my baht oo. 

{do not want to lose him ot any cost. 
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> a 


re la] 
oe 
legs were as soft 


as a rose petal, 


Unfortuna- . 
tely, my 
brother 
suddenly 
had high 
fever and was taken to another 

hospital, | had to stay alone 
with my aunt, | really 
missed my mother 









came out carrying 
my baby brother, 
He was so cute 
with litte fingers 
and curly hair 

His hands and 






4 a 
' » 
Divya. Anil Kumar (aged 9), 


Mysore 12. 
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the airport officials assisted us 
in completing the formalities. 
My father, who had come 
to the airport to 
receive us, took us 
home. Since it was 
my first voyage by 

* plane, | can never 
forget it. It wll 
remain in my mind 
forever. By the way, 
my brother is 
~named Guru as he 


and my brother. 

Luckily, in a week's | / 
time they came in| ai 
home. (Ue 


Two months later, “~w> 
my mother, my brother and | left 
for Bahrain from 
Meenambakkam Airport. The 
flight started two 


hours late, Wefirst 9 \/ 
flew to Muscat and 
with the help of my |} 


y_ uncle, boarded 
another plane for 
Bahrain. Though my brother did was born during the 100th Birth 

{ ot give us any trouble on the —_year of Kanchi Paramacharya. 





flights, he started crying loudly S. Mathangi, Std. Ill, 
at the Bahrain Airport. There The Asian School, Bahrain, 
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lish cringed as the ghost caught hold of the man’s neck. The next 
Y minute, he felta hand on his own. He almost fainted wth fright, Then 
he realised that it was his elder sister, Reema. “So?” she enquired. “Watching 

TV. attwelveo'clockin the night? What's the bigidea? Huh?” Yatsh consulted 

his watch. “There are stil two minutes lef,” he countered. “Okay, so go to 
sleep,” ordered his sister. “Or! wlltell Mummy.” Yatsh hesitated. Their parents 
were asleep. It would be just like Reema to wake them up for silly things, 

“Tattle!” he grumbled. “Will you ever grow up?” 

“Okay,” she smiled, “I won't tell Mummy if you switch channels to the 
Hindi movie.” 

“Beyecht” thought Yatish. “There goes my horror movie. 

“Say,” he said as he changed the channel. “Doesn't this movie have an 
English song?” Interested, Reema asked, “Which one?” Yatish started 
Singing. “Over the rainbow, beyond the skies... my ove lies,” he ended! 

“Wow,” said Reema, nodding her smiling face in approval. "Your voice 
thas improved. That was well sung!” 


‘ddenty, without waming, he started singing again, “Over the rainbow. 
lies," he finished the song this time witha look of terror in his eyes. 
Puzzled, Reema stared athim. The clock chimed twelve. “I was not singing,” 





they have possessed your body!!" she screeched. A chill ran 
down their spines. The room seemed to grow cold. 
‘Sounds of girish laughter flowed from Yatish’s motionless mouth. “It is not the 
a gitfs silvery voice chirped. “i's just me. Ha! Ha!! Just one small ghost.” Reema 
stared at him, shocked and paralysed. Yatish lopked asif he were on the verge of tears, 
“I wanted a body to lve in! Ha! Ha... HaHaa!! Now I've got it! Ha! Hall!” 
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wailed in his own 
voice. Laughter filled the entire room. Reema 
covered her ears with her hands, dashed into the bedroom 
and locked it rom the inside, leaving her brother to defend 
himself 
The laughter subsided after Reema had disappeared into | 
the bedroom. A smile played on Yalish’s face. He picked up 
WANT TO BE A VENTRILOQUIST? the book he had been 
reading, and hid it safely among his other books. He then 
walked up to the T.V. and, changing the channel back to the 
horror movie, continued to watch it. 
~ Gayatri lyer Chandrasekhar (aged 16), Than 
Gayatri, please send us your adcress, Ed. 
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VS 





<> ‘Mud or sand 


Vs 


U you will need : 


Aluminium foil or silver 


paper 
Old newspaper, 
pot, container or A tin 





Some sticks 

Plain white paper 
‘Some coloured papers 
Rubber bands 

Gum 

‘Sketch pens or crayons 


Crumple a few sheets of news- 


LOLLIPOP 


Ms 





RELAY ACROSS WATERS 


Six children from Thane, 
Mumbai, Maharashtra, have 
achieved the rare distinction of 
being the youngest ever relay team 
in the world to cross the English 
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Channel. They took just 11 hours 
and 23 minutes to reach Capgriz 
Naz in Calais from Shakespeare 

Beach in Dover. 
Kaveri Thakur, Rahul Modi, 
November % GOKULAM 








paper into a ball. Push a thin 
stick into the ball and tie the 
lower part of the paper ball 
to the stick with the help of 
a rubber band 

Cover the newspaper 
ball with foil or silver paper. 
Then cover the pot with 
white paper and fill it with 
sand or mud. Push the stick 
into the mud or sand. 

Now you can make the 
tree a fruit tree or a flower 
tree. Cut the coloured paper 
into the shape of flowers or 
apples, oranges and so on. 
Stick these on the tree. 











Rashmi Sansare, Gunjan Parulkar, 
Daniel Reuben and Siddhesh Parb, 
all aged between 12 and 13, set off 
on a cold, rainy morning on 
‘August 12,1996, with the famous 
White Cliffs of Dover in the 
background, their only ambition 
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‘water where so many dreams have 
been fulfilled, so many records. 
shattered. Their next target is the 
15 mile Gibraltar Strait in the solo 
category. ca 


being to cross the 35km stretch aa 










Found it Found it, 1 
shouted. You may wonder why? 
Well... nothing 
much had 
happened. | 
‘only woke up 
from my 
‘seventh 
heaven’. | 
always dreamt 
that I had grown into a 
great explorer and it was 






regular for me to find ‘it’ in my 
dreams! 

Itall started when I read 
about Columbus and his 
discoveries. Truly fascinated and 
inspired, | also wanted to do 
something, something for which 
the world, especially the devil 





(my history teacher) would 
remember me... Wait! | must 
stop here to say that | did not 


COLUTBU 
VERSUSME 


want to discover any sort of 

“America II’. | was 
interested only in treasure 
islands. 

A few days later, when 
| went for a walk, | found a small 
sheet of paper lying on the road. 

I picked it up and when | looked 
at it, | was totally confused. 

There were various types of 
arrows, lines and other markings 
nit... Then it struck me, It was a 
map which showed the way to a 
secret island! | got so crazy that | 
immediately started moving 
according to the instructions on 
the map. 

First take a left turn, then four 
steps back, then a right turn, 
then three steps ahead, then left, 
then right, then this, then that. 

To my greatest astonishment, | 
reached the very spot from where 
Ihad begun! 
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Just then | overheard a very 
‘gentle man’ saying to a very 
gentle lady at the window of a 
dance studio, “Madam, | think | 
lost the paper you gave me, the 


‘one which shows how to dance 
to the tune of the album ‘My dear 
Chris.” 

Anal! That did it 

So my dear friends, the 
current news is that | hate 
Colum... But just a minute. | think 


| MY MUSE | 


sas ina fine mood that day. 1 
wanted to send an article to 
‘Gokulam’, “Should I write a poem 
or a story or draw a picture for Art 
Gallery?” I wondered. I had an old 
poetry book which was not well- 
known, I thought I would send a 
poem from that book. But then I had 
read the story, “The Cheat’ in the 
November 95 issue of GOKULAM 
and I knew that that would be 
improper. So I took a clean drawing 
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| Saw a paper lying on the road. 
Praneeta Sharma (aged 13), 
Std IV, Atomic Energy Central 
School, Mumbai - 400 094. 





sheet and fixed it on my easel. I 
squeezed many different colours into 
many different bowls. Then, I started 
painting. I drew a picture of a pussy 
cat. But do you know what 
happened? My sister, Carthi, came 
running towards me to tell me about 
something which happened in her 
school. Unfortunately her legs hit the 
bowls and the paints in them splashed 
onto my picture, Needless to say my 
picture was destroyed. I started crying, 
but my mother told me, ‘Draw 
another picture."* But by then I had 
lost the mood to paint. Isat down and 
began to think again. 
And then I had a 
brainwave, Why not 
write about what had 
just happened? And so, 
here I am with my 
article for GOKULAM! 
Chiro Sam 
Manikarathe 
Marthoma 
Residential School, 
Kerala 
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ONI 


Coit.1 


fast friends. 
One day they went to the beach 
for a walk, As they were walking on 
the shore, a big tide came and 
‘swept poor Chilli away into the 
Onion and Tomato missed Chilli 
and wept for their friend. Some 
months later, they both went to the 
market to buy vegetables. There a 
man stepped on Tomato, and To- 
mato was crushed to death. Onion, 
who was f alone mi d Chilli 
and Tomato and wept for them. 
Then days later, Onion 
went to the forest and met a sage. 
The sage asked, “What happened? 
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mato and Onion were 














0a, 





a fev 





Why do you weep?” 
Onion told the sage 
about the death of 
Chilli and Tomato. 
Then the sage asked, 
What do you want 
now?" Onion sadly re- 
plied, “When Chili and 








Tomato died, | wept for them. Who 
will weep for me when | die?" The 
sage heard Onion's words and 
aid, "At the time of your death all 
the people around you will shed 
tears and the person who kills you 
will weep the most.” Onion smiled 
happily and went home. And to this 
day our mothers and all in the 
kitchen shed tears when cutting 

onions, 
‘A. MANO RAMYA (aged 11), 
Trichy - 620 004. 
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ROYAL MIX-UP. 


ne day our 
teacher brought a 
young lady with 
her to class. She 
was introduced 
by our teacher as Mrs, 
Shobana, one of her 









best ex-students, | 
have asked her to 
have a chat with you 
gils,”" she said, and 
left 

Taking advantage 
of her departure, we 
surrounded Mrs. Sho- 
bana like a group of 
eager puppies, The 
lady spoke so charm- 
ingly that: we did not 
realize how fast the 
time flew. 

Finally our teacher 
came in and told Mrs, 
Shobona that our 
school day was near. 
ing and that our class 
was to enact stores 
from the life of Akbar 





and Ashoka, She re: 
quested herto give us 
@ few tips on how to 
produce and stage 
the plays, Later Mis 
Shobana left, 

Preparations for the 
school day began fe- 
verishly, Gitls for both 
the plays were chosen 
and it so happened 
that one particular gir, 
Anjali, wasselected to 
play the role of both 
Akbar and Ashoka 
The girls were given 
umpteen rehearsals 
Invitations were sent 
outto eminent person- 
aities. 

Soon D-cay arrived 
Parents, well - wishe 
and students started 
pouting In, 

After the welcome 
speech came ‘Akbar 
the Great’. Everything 
proceeded smoothly 
till we came to the 
most touching andthe 
most heart-rending 
scene of the play 
Akbar was supposed 
tokneelbetore a sage 
and say. “am hum- 
bled, © Sage and so 
bless mel"* But Anjali 
blurted out, "Waris my 
IMeline! Revenge is in 
my blood! | shail be- 








head all of you. After 
all !am Ashoka the 
Great!” The auai- 
‘ence was at fist 
puzzled, and then 
‘amused. Everyone in 
the hall burst out 
laughing. Only then 








































did Anjali realise her 
mistake. She ran down 
the stage, tears 
streaming down her 
eyes. But the audi- 
ence only continued 
toroarwith laughter at 
her plight. 

And guess who 
loughed the heartiest? 






















Why, the Chief Guest 
himseif! 

‘Anuja Ramasamy 

(aged 15), 

Tirunelveli - 627 011. 















A 
PLACE IN HISTORY 





Today a bronze, 
Tomorrow a gold, 
We have such faith 
In this 23-year-old. 










This is Leander, 
The great astounder 
The hard work of Paes, 
Won India a prize. 


Thank you Leander, 
We love you Leander, 
The success of Paes, 
‘Shows hard work Pays, 
S.Anand, (aged 12), 
Bharathi Vidya Bhavan HSS, 
Erode 638 009. 
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ODE TO 
LEANDER 
PAES 


‘There is a super hero named 
Leander Paes 

‘To our minds he brought some 
peace. 

He is now our number one. 

Oh! What fun! 

He is now our favourite fan. 

Oh, how we like the wonderful 
man! 

He saved us from disgrace 

‘And to us gave a place. 

We all go crazy at the mention 
of his name. 

‘To win for India is his aim. 

Now we love Tennis, too, 

‘Though we are small Congrs 

Congrats! Dear Leander Ps 

‘To our minds, you brought 








some peace. 


‘Swati S.Ingle, (aged 11).. 
General Education Academy, 
Mumbai 








look great fighting with 
the villain, Sodid Laura 
Isn't he the newsJames 
Bond! No. Come back. 
12 Come back,” she begged 

o'clock, Noon, “Hydrostat- her mind. And once again Irene be. 
ies is the sc...” Irene began for the gan, “Hydrostaties is the sc...” 
umpteenth time. “Chee! What a pity “Perry Mason is the best lawyer that 
Thave to study this stuff. Same old I have ever known. Oh my god! ‘To 
gaff! Wow! Didn't Remington Steele think that Mason could solve a case 
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ei ea 


Ey 








with just the clue of a perjured par- 
rot! Hey! I thought we were study- 
ing Physics. Come on, Let’s begin 
again. Hydrostatics is the sc... Phew! 
“Idon't understand this, How isit that 
Iremember a Naney Drew Ihad read 
five years ago and yet forget yester- 
day's lesson? My memory cannot be 
bbad for. Ican remember Nancy Drew, 
Why can't I remember Physics?” 
Tam sure Irene is not the only one 
with this problem, Half of us have 
the same problem, We do 5 minutes 
of studying and 55 minutes of dream- 


RT OF STUDY 


ing and expect wonders when it 
comes to marks, Most of us tend to 
think that studying is BORING. 
‘Nancy Drew and a smile from ear to 
ear, HYDROSTATICS and “Oh, no!” 
But there is an interesting way to 
study. Our class teacher and all of us 
worked out effective steps towards 
making study-time produce results. 


STEP ONE: 


Set yourself a TIME-TABLE. 

“Oh, please don’t start offon that 
old drab!” 5 

T can guess that’s what many of 
you are saying. No. Itis not the same, 
minute to minute time-table where 
you chalk out: 





TIME TABLE 
“5 — 6 History 
6 — 7 Geography 
7 — 8 Science” 
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‘While making a time-table, do not 
try to pack in too much, When you 
are not used to putting in even one 
hour of study a day, if you fill up your 
time-table with study hours it will 
be impossible for you to stick to it, 
Your time - table should look some- 
thing like this: 


‘TIME - TABLE 


10 - 12 study 
12,30 - 1,80 TV. or Music + Lunch 
2,00 - 3.00, 





8,80 - 4,00 
4.30 - 6.30 
5.50 - 7.00 


When you begin setting yourself 
atime-table be very liberal with your 
















time, After three days restrict your- 
self. little more. For example when 
you start, plan todo about 5 hours of 
work which includes studying, sing- 
ing, dusting and so on. As the days 
go by, increase your hours of work. 

This helps you to stick to your time. 

table better. 


STEP TWO: 


Analyse your lessons 

Here I must mention that some 
of us tend to mug and have the gift 
of being able to do so. There is no 
need to mug, you will discover, when 
you yourself decide when to study. 
Give yourself one hour to finish your 
lesson. Let us say you are doing a 
detailed study of UNO Read it 
through once. Then pick out the vari- 
ous points and write them down in 
order; you will first think of how it 
began, what are its agencies, what 
it has to do, what it has done and 
the results. List them down. High- 
light the dates. In this way studying 
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History and Geography becomes el- 
‘mentary. Remember the important 
points and follow a sequential form 
of study and Bingo! It's bye-bye to 
those days of mugging. 


STEP THREE : 


“Visual Copying” 

There may be some parts of 
Maths or Chemistry which abso- 
lutely refuse to enter your head, If 
you are having a tough time wres- 
tling with formulae, take a sheet of 
paper and write them down in bold 
black. Doa neat job of it and paste it 
‘on your cupboard. Every night, be- 
fore you go to bed, look at that chart, 
have a rough idea and go to sleep. 
After a few days you will find that 
you can remember them. Another ad- 
vantage of having it up, is that when- 
ever you look at it during the day, it 
slowly keeps registering in your 
head. 





STEP FOUR: 


Concentration 

Study while you study and play 
while you play. Ifyou study for half 
an hour with concentration then it 
is equivalent to staring at the book 
for two hours. Being a student my- 
self, I know how difficult it is to con- 
centrate, especially when your mind 
frequently tends to wander away to 
your faviourite film stars or a movie 
which you recently saw. But I have 
done it, and I am sure you can. too. 


‘Lakshmi Balaram (aged 15), 
Chennai. 
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SURESH 





‘What rt 
when one of the 
king’s men told 
Humpty Dumpty a 


tree is talking to another 
tree, and another tree is 
listening, what is it called? 

SURESH : “Leaves 


\ dropping.” 


Ve 


SURESH : "Did 


you know we are 











related 
VAMESH 
SURESH : “Well, 


we are. Your dog 





is my dog’s 
brother.” 


P.V.Murali Krishna 














VT ong long ago, soul by meditation in the 
Lx lived a peaceful atmosphere of a 


3 7 saint who believed in jungle. 


purifying his body, mind and In spite of living a simple, 


peaceful life, the 
saint became the 
target of 
Shanidev. He saw 
to it that the 
saint became 
very poor. As 
poverty did not 
affect the saint, 
Shanidev made 
him the victim of 
an incurable 
disease. When 
even that did not 
disturb the 
saint’s compo- 
sure, Shanidev 
slew him. 








Shanidev's 
harassment and 
cruelty disturbed 
Viplove, the only 
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son of the dead saint. He 
vowed that he would, take 
revenge. With single-minded 
devotion, he began to woo. 
Brahmadey, the Creator. 
Brahmadev was so pleased 
with Viplove's devotion and 
dedication that he gave him 
his Brahmadand; and with 
that most powerful weapon, 
Viplove attacked Shanidev. 
Powerless against the 
Brahmadand 
Shanidev began to 
run, The enraged 
Viplove, to fulfil 

his vow, flung the 
Brahmadand at the 
fleeing Shanidev. 
It hit Shanidev's 
feet and he could 
no longer run. 


Viplove ran up to 
Shanidey to wipe 
him out forever 
from the face of this Uni- 
verse, At that very moment, 
however, Lord Shiva inter- 
vened. He said, “You have 
punished Shani with the 
Brahmadand, and that is 
more than enough.” So 
Viplove Jet Shanidev go. But . 
Shanidev’s feet were para- Shreeya Pandit, 
lysed so he could only crawl, Thane (W)- 400 601. 


‘That is why his movement is 
very, very slow, making his 
curse last for seven-and-a- 
half long years. In our as- 
trology, Shani’s curse is also 
known as ‘Saadhe-Saathi’ or 
the seven and a half-year 
curse. 
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he sky was bright and clear. 
Waking up after my sweet 
dreams of the night, | came 
out of my home, went to the porch 
and took in the fresh morning air. 
This was a day to be enjoyed with 
a special start — the first day of my 
annual vacations. 
I resolved to do something use- 


"4 


ful this time (though | am regularly 
irregular in doing it.) 

My mother made hot idlis for 
breakfast. | finished them ina trice 
because of the holiday mood 
though | hated idlis on school days. 

It was 8 o'clock. The house op- 
posite ours was vacant. Nobody 
had come for the past five years to 
rent the it 


As usual, | wasted my time in 
the moming though | resolved for 
the umpteenth time that | would do 
something useful 

By 2 o'clock, a car stopped in 
front of that house. A woman 
‘opened the door, stepped out and 
surveyed the surroundings. | 
watched her with interest. She 
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seemed to have come to rent the 
house. “At last, | can make some 
friends,” | was rejoicing, when | saw 
something that made me even 
happier. There was a girl in the car. 
She must have been about as old 
as me but surprisingly the lady took 
her in her arms. Her right leg was 
wrapped with a dark coloured cloth 
and she was carried into the house. 

| guessed that they were mother 
and daughter by their similar looks. 

The next day, | finished my 
breakfast soon and went to meet 
the ‘newcomers’. 

‘As | was about to knock the door, 
the lady suddenly stepped out from 
the garden and shouted aloud, 
“STAY OUT! This place is not for 
trespassers. Get out of here!” 

‘That was enough. | fled. 

That evening, | was relaxing 
near our gate when | heard a fee- 
ble voice behind me. “Excuse 
me..." | tumed to see who it was. | 
saw the girl who was carried into 
the house, in a wheelchair. | was 
taken aback. She had a squint, too. 
Her face was pale. Her hair was 
dishevelled. Her eyes were dull. | 
looked at her with a heavy heart. 

| said, “Helio”. Her eyes were 
now filled with tears. “Don't mistake 
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my mother. She was only trying to 
protect me. My disabilities have 
brought me a lot of pain. You can 
see that | am lame and have a 
squint. But you still don't know 
about my ‘inner weakness’. My 
mother feels bad for her rude be- 
haviour. Will you forgive us?" she 
asked, 

By now, my heart was full of sor- 
row, and sympathy. How happy my 
days were! But for her, life was a 
misery. 


With a heavy heart, | sai 
“Never, mind.” With a smile, | wel- 
comed her to our home and 
introduced her to my mother. The 
girl's name was Megha. My mother 
made some chips and lime juice for 
us. We talked for a long time about 
our likes and dislikes and about 
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other things. We soon became 
close. She waved goodbye and 
said, “Don't fail to come for tea 
tomorrow.” 

The next day | went to have tea 
at my new friend's house. 

Italked with her mother and saw 
“a different person" in her, By the 
time tea was over, | had become a 
very close friend to both of them. 

But three words rang in my ears 
from time to time, "MY INNER 
WEAKNESS”, What did she mean? 

Iwas sitting alone in my room, | 
thought about the conversation at 
tea, When | asked what school she 
was going to join, there was a 
heavy, mournful silence, 

Days passed by. | regularly met 
her, When she was depressed, | 
tried to cheer her up. She was a 
good friend and also sang very well 
We liked talking about nature. 
Megha became a good friend of my 
mother, too. Both of our mothers 
encouraged us in our activities, 

One fine morning, | was out to 
meet my friend with a bunch of 
roses and a gift | knew she would 
like very much — a cute puppy. It 
was her birthday. A party was to be 
held for her, 

When | walked towards her 
house, my heart missed a beat, 
‘What was that van doing outside 
her house? And then | saw her 
mother beating her chest and cry- 
ing like a mad woman. | knew. 

| ran back home and told my 
mother and we both went to her 
house. 

Megha’s body was kept in the 
hall. She was a cancer patient and 
she could not be saved, That was 
the INNER WEAKNESS she spoke 
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of! She has now left 
everyone and gone to 
a'SAFE' place:... safe 
from the people who 
made fun of her 
disabilities. 

The shocking and 
sorrowful scene saw 
me shedding uncon- 
trollable tears. My 
mother looked at me 
with wet eyes and a 
heavy heart. 

| closed my eyes 
and silently prayed, 
“MAY HER SOUL 
REST IN PEACE.” 














placed the bunch 
of roses on her dead body with 
shock and sorrow instead of 
presenting it to the girl with love and 
affection. 
Alltoo soon the waiting van took 
away my soft and sweet blossom. 
‘Once upon a time the house 
alone was vacant. Now my heart, 
too, is vacant. 


MY SWEET MOTHER 


My sweet Mother 
Is my guide, friend 

And philosopher. 

When I am bad 

My mother becomes sad. 
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Dear friend, | always remember 

you and | am grateful for your 
friendship. 

R. SHARADHA, (aged 16), 

B.H.E.L. Mat, Hr. Sec. 

School, Trichy - 620 014. 












She teaches me to be good 

And she cooks me good 
food. 

When I'm snappy 

She tries to make me happy. 





She is the best mother. 
She is my sweet mother. 





riya and Naina, my cousins, 
had come to spend their 
holidays at our place. 

‘One Sunday morning, when | 
entered the living-room, | could 
see Naina sitting in a typical apo- 
plectic state, her inquistive eyes 
glued to the idiot box wherein her 
favourite actress was seen danc- 
ing weirdly, looking as though she 
would pounce on us any moment. 
Only to distract her attention, | 
called out "Naina..." 

No response. 

\ called once more in vain, gave 
up, and resigned myself to sitting 
beside her and watching the song 
which sounded more melancholic 
than melodious. 

That was when Priya entered 
the room. Priya, the great crusader 
against TV, with the same old irri- 
table grin which in the same old 
way, suddenly gave way to the 
same old groan! 

“Tsk, tsk, T.V. morning, T.V. 
evening. Aren't you ever sick of this 
uncanny machine? Why don't you 
take a walk in the cool garden? 
Afterall... blah... blah... blah," she 
blathered, not realising that she 
‘was the only person listening! 

Just then, the song sequence 
ended and Naina noticed her pres- 
ence. "Hey! Hello, sis! Good morn- 
ing! When did you come here?" 

“Never! You'll never change...” 
Priya shook her head and mutter- 
ing something, went outside to the 
lawn. 

“Some television hater she is! I 
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wish | could teach her a good les- 
son,” said Naina and | nodded to 
say | agreed. Just then we heard a 
terrible scream. “EEEEEEEEEKS!" 

Naina and | looked at each other 
and groaned. Not again! 

Priya screaming that way, was 
as normal an event as the such ris- 
ing every morning or the sky get- 
ting darker every evening. | went 
‘out only to see my cycle lying on 
the ground, damaged and with one 
tyre punctured. Beside it stood a 
dazed Priya sporting a bruise or 
two. 

‘She had been cycling around 
the garden and it was just like her 
to crash the bike into a tree! 


PRIYA 


"Look at my miserable ankle! 
Ooh," cried Priya. A sudden idea 
flashed into Naina's mind. If sym- 
pathy was what Priya wanted sym- 
pathy she would get. But 
“Toh-tch," Naina clucked, shak- 
ing her head. “You, shouldn't have 
missed the programme ‘Good cy- 
cling’ shown on the sports chan- 
nel. A must for a girl who cycles 
only to show that she cannot.” 
“Priya dear, you could have 
missed anything but not that pro- 
gramme on T.V. yesterday which 
spoke at length on, how to face dis- 
asters, without panicking,” | added. 
“Very funny!” cried Priya, now in 
























a huff. The next morning, Priya, 
‘once again her usual self, went up 
to the terrace with her favourite fru 
the banana, in hand. 
THUD! 
‘es! She had done it! Simply 
‘superb! Unbelievable! 

We went up to the terrace to 
have a look at the triumphant ba- 
nana peel, and Priya on the terrace 
floor! 

“BBC. did show something on 
first aid yesterday and today 
Doordarshan had a show,”,| mur- 
mered, nastily. 

“You missed one whole pro- 
gramme on bananas — the fruit, | 
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mean," said a giggling Naina. 
With the help of my parents, we 
managed to carry Priya down, 

The outcome? Priya was or- 
dered strict bed-rest by the Doc- 
tor. She had sprained an ankle. 
That was sad. 

The next morning, as usual, | 
saw Naina, her eyes fixed to the 
television screen 

But wait! There was somebody 
huddled beside her. No! It couldn't 
be... Yes! It was.... Priyal!! 

Only to distract her attention, | 
called out "Priya, Priya. 

No response. 

{called again but in vain. 

Things were changing or 
they already changed? 


had 


VIJAYA PRASAD, (aged 15), 
Bellary - 583 101. 
Karnataka. 






ehz-50! 


Jone very much. One 

when | was only in the 

fifth standard | went to 
pondy bazar, all by myself with 
fifty rupees to buy chips. On the 
way aman held out a two-rupee 
note and said | had dropped it. | 
thanked him and took it thinking 
my mother had given me fifty-two 
rupees. The man told me to give 
him all the money. He would 
wrap it in a paper and give it to 





me so that | would 
not drop any again. 
| believed him and 
gave him the 
money. He told me 
to pick up a piece of 
paper lying on the 
ground and I did so. He gave me 
a nealtly- folded paper packet. 
When | went to the shop and 
opened the packet | found only 
a two-rupee note in it. The kind 
man was a confidence trickster! 
I came home crying. My mother 
consoled me. 


Shvetha Choudhry, 
(age 12), 
Std Vil, Madras17 
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CHAPTER - 3 

















“Miz, he doorbell clanged. 
FR Arun jumped up from 
2, HS his seat, flung open the 


tax door and stared open- 
mouthed at the two khaki-clad po- 
licemen who brushed past him and 
lentered, their shoes making a big 
noise on the cement floor. Grand- 
father rose to his feet. “You are 
Mr. Gopalan Nair, aren't you?” 
one of the policemen asked. 
When Grandfather nod- 
ded, he continued, “I am 
Inspector Shekar. Where 
is Chander, your son? | 
would like to see him 
Now. You must have read 
that ‘Mother and Child 
has been stolen.” 
Grandmother blanched 
lon hearing this. Headmas- 
ter sneezed violently, "What 
has Chander to do with this 
theft? Why do you have to 
question him? So many people, in- 
cluding the children and myselt, 
were at the exhibition. Why are you 
singling out my nephew?" 
Inspector Shekar cleared his 
throat. “He has been seen around 
with two rogues, Madhav and 
Raghav. We have reason to believe 
that they were the ones who stole 
the painting. They are not to be 
found in the lodge where they 
were staying. They have already 
served time before for petty thefts. 
‘Anyway, a witness saw them hang- 
ing around the exhibition hall last 
night. They attacked the watch- 
men, broke open the lock, and took 





MYSTER 


MISSING 
PAINTING 


away the most valuable painting. Mr 
Saroj, an art collector, had decided 
to buy it for two lakhs. He was to 
pay the money today. Someone 
knew about this. That person must 
have hired the brothers to steal the, 








OF THE 





painting for him." 

“D con't tell me you suspect 
my Uncle!” Arjun burst 

out in disbelief. 

Inspector Shekar shrugged 
“Could be, could be not, The broth- 
ers are petty thieves. They couldn't 
possibly know anything about the 
value of the painting. Surely some- 
‘one put them up to it." 

There was a profound silence. 
Ria felt like crying when she saw 
her grandmother's face. Grandfa- 
ther cleared his throat 
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Q: What is the height of foolishness? 
A: A man peeping through the keyhole 
In @ glass door. 

$.Suha 
Bangalore - 560 019. 


"Chander did not come home 
last night. He went to his cottage 
in the fields to do some work.” 

“Aha!” The inspector's eyes 
[gleamed. “Very interesting.” 

“There is nothing to get excited 
* Headmaster commented 
dryly. “He often goes there and 
stays overnight.” 

“Well then, he must be there, 
mustn't he?" the inspector asked 
ina tone which suggested that he 
would not be surprised to find the 
cottage empty. “I think I'll go there 
and have a look right away. Where 
is this cottage?” 

‘The children had been listening 
to all this in horror. Now Arjun 
came forward and offered to show 
them the way knowing fully well 
that his grandparents and grand- 
luncle were too old to go clamber- 
ing over the fields. Vikram and Ria 
also went along. It was a ten- 
minute walk from the house to the 
cottage. The children ran ahead. 
“What do you think, Aju? It isn't fair. 
Uncle Chander is so frank and hon- 



















estin everything he does. How can 
he be accused of stealing?" Ria 
asked, looking worried, 

“Of course, Uncle is not a 
crook!" Arjun said stoutly. “We will 
find him happily painting in his cot- 
tage. Boy! Will he laugh when he 
hears that he has been accused of 
hiring the brothers to steal the 
painting!” 

“1 don't think he will laugh," 
Vikram said wryly, “It isn't a joke 
you know. It may come as a shock 
to him. We must hurry and warn 
him about what's in the wind." 


hey reached the cottage. It 
was a tiny place with a slanting 
roof of red tiles. Vikram thought 
that it looked picturesque stand- 
ing in the midst of paddy fields. 
The little white door of the cottage 
was shut but not locked. Arjun 
hammered on the door. There was |) 
no answer. The constable pushed 
him aside roughly, and flung it{| 
open. 
The three children followed the 
policemen into a room smelling off 
paint and turpentine. The consta-|| 
ble screwed up his face. An easel |, 
stood in one comer with an unfin-)' 
ished painting on it. On a table lay | 
brushes and tubes of oil colours. 
“Thinks he's a great artist; 
doesn't he?" the inspector sneered 
looking at a Tanjore painting: 
“Where is he by the way? | sup- 
pose, he’s flown to save his hide 
Arjun was red in the face. 
uncle is a great artist,” he sai 
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through his teeth. “So there is no 
reason for him to run away." 

“No cheek from you, do you 
hear?" the constable growled. The 
inspector walked into the adjoin- 
ing room. It was a small bedroom 
|with a bed in a comer and shelves 
bearing rare volumes, The consta- 
ble went into the third room at the 
back of the house. 

“This is @ store-room," Ria ex- 
plained. “Uncle calls it the lean-to.” 
Vikram walked around the lean-to 
which led to a tiny backyard. An 
old bed with a torn mattress and a 
chair with only one good leg were 
thrown casually at one end of the 





lean-to, Vikram stared at the tiny 
flight of steps which led from one 
corner of the lean-to a small door 
just below the ceiling, He turned 
to Ria and asked in excited tones, 
“What's that?" 

“There is a small room there. 
Hardly @ room, it's more like a large 
loft. It’s filled with old notebooks 
which Headmaster can't bear to 
part with.” 
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eagerly, It sounds rather like the se- 
|cret rooms we read about in adven- 
‘ture stories." 

“Don't get carried away,” Ria 
laughed. “t's quite ordinary. You 
]won't find rare treasures waiting for 
lyou, What you will find, apart from. 
Headmaster's books, are a few ot 
my dolls which | hid there last sum- 
mer and maybe a few of Arjun's 
things. Aju and | loved coming to this. 
[cottage whenever Uncle permitted 
lus. | remember how we hid our 
treasures here in this litle room last 
summer. Many houses around this 
place have such litle rooms for stor- 
ing coconuts and certain kinds of 
fruits. Why, we have one in Grand- 
father’s house, too. I's full of coco- 
nuts,” 


667) fv" Vikram said in a disap- 
pointed tone. “Anyway let 
me have a look.” He climbed up 
the tiny flight of stairs and opened 
Som; Why did the magician poll he 
rabbits out of his hat? 
Ramu: Because the clephants were too 
avy 


Nagabhushan N. 














the door. He peeped inside and 
sneezed violently, Arjun who came 
into the lean-to just then clambered 
up after him. Vikram gave a start as 
something brushed against his face. 
He gave his friend a sheepish grin 
when he realised that it was only a 
cobweb. Once the two boys stood 
inside the little room, there was 
hardly any space to move. Three 
brown sacks lay against the wall, 
Gingerly opening one, Vikram found 
that it was, as Ria had said, full of 
‘old books. Apart from a dusty, 
brown-faced doll and some shells 
the room held nothing interesting, 
The boys went down just as the po- 
licemen were getting ready to leave, 
The children stared in indignation at 
their uncle's paintings which were 
uncere moniously scattered all over 
the floor. 

"See what these policemen have 
done!” Ria exclaimed in a tearful 
voice as soon as the policemen lett, 
“What did they hope to achieve by 
scattering Uncle's paintings?" 

Arun bent down and began ar- 
ranging the paintings. “They must 
have been searching for the miss- 
ing painting here," he said slowly. 

“Uncle is a great artist, isn't he?” 
Ria said proudly as she knelt down 
beside Arjun and began helping him 
stack the paintings in their original 
place. Then, ina small voice, “| won- 
der where he is.” 





either of the boys had an an- 
swer to this. They worked 
silence. Ria went over to the bed- 
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room to clean up her uncle's table 
which was in a mess. Vikram fol- 
lowed her and stopped short. 
There was a bright red spot on the 
floor by the bed! "Do you think it’s 


blood?" Ria asked in a faint voice. 

The boys looked at each other. 
Their eyes mirrored their concern. 
Finally Arjun said, "No. | don't think 
itis blood. This place is full of paint. 
Ityou ask me, | would say that i's 
ed paint.” 


ia went over to the window 
where she saw another red 
drop. She knelt down trying to fig- 
lure out whether it was indeed 
paint. Finally she straightened up. 
saying, “I give up. | can't for the 
life of me decide whether it is 
blood or paint.” Then she suddenly 
gave a scream and turned ashen, 

“What is it?" Vikram asked 
jumping out of his skin. Ria was 
breathing hard. "I saw a face by 
the window, It was staring in at u: 
It disappeared when | looked up. 





ikram ran to the back of the 
cottage while Arjun ran out 
through the front door. Ria ran af- 
ter him, She saw him race after a 
fleeing figure. She ran to the 
backyard where Vikram was hunt- 
ing around. “Vicky, Aju has gone 
after him," Ria gasped. “I think he 
could do with your help. Come on 
quick!” 
Vikram ran out into the fields to 
{find that Arjun had caught up with 
the figure. Ria saw that it was a 





Ramu: My father isa great football 
player. When he kicks, the goal flys off 
with the bal. 

Ravi: That's nothing, My father is 
such a great politician that everyone 
bends their head in front of him, 

‘Sonu: Ha, but your fathers and even 
others bend their head and bow in front 
of my father. He's a barber. 

‘Sapna Dasarath 

Bangalore - 71. 
boy, tall dark and lanky, perhaps. 
only a litte older than her brother. 

The boy was trapped between 

Vikram and Arjun, Ria ran towards 

them and heard Arjun ask angrily, 
‘What were you doing peeping 

inside our cottage?” 

The boy was unperturbed at 
being caught. He grinned showing 
even white teeth. “I wasn't doing 
any harm," he assured them. “I 
was just looking in out of curios- 
ity. | saw the policemen come in, 
you see. | just wondered what was 
going on. Now if you will let go of 
me, I shall go back to my work in 
the fields.” 

Ria was startled to find a line of, 
labourers come towards them 

“What's the matter?” One of 
them asked, putting down his 

sickle and wiping the sweat off his 
brow. Arjun explained what had 









GOKULAM November %6 


85 














happened. 

“He didn't steal anything, did 
Ihe?" the labourer asked. When 
Vikram shook his head, he contin- 
ued, “This is Keshav. He is your 
servant Balram’s son. | suppos 
he was just curious, Let him go." 

The boys loosened their hold on 
Keshav who grinned all over his 
nut-brown face. "I'm off," he said 
and then exclaimed, “Why, here 
comes my father!" 

Balram came walking towards 
them. "What are you children do- 
ing here? Your grandmother sent 
me here to lock up the cottage." 
He turned to Keshav, “What are 
}you doing here, Keshav? | thought 
[you were supposed to be working 
in the fields. Go along now." 











While Balram locked up the cot- 
tage, the children walked back 
home slowly. Grandfather was sit- 
ting in his easy chair, a perplexed 
frown on his face. Grandmother 
had red eyes which meant she had 
been crying, Even jolly old Head- 
master looked downcast as he sat 
‘on the swing, The children slipped 
in slowly feeling depressed. They 
knew fully well that there was no 
sign of Uncle Chander and that the 
police were on the hunt. 

“Where on earth can Uncle be?" 
Ria kept asking, but again, neither 
of the boys had an answer to her 
question 


(To be continued) 
GEETHANJALI 
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LITTLE STAR 
What are you doing little star? 
Way out there from us so far? 
Pray, do twinkle with your eye. 
1 can't reach you that is why! 











Vee Ve, 
Jaipur. 
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0e Sallas and Jackie 
Fields grew up together 

in California, Both joined 

the same boxing club and 
both showed a good aptitude 
for the sport, They both won 
tournament after tournament 
and in the 1920's emerged as 
the country’s two best boxers 
Inthe featherweight category. 
The American Olympic Box- 
ing selectors, however, did not 
have a high opinion about 
Field's ability and when they 
drew up the team forthe 1924 
Olympics at Paris Field'sname 
was notin the list. Joe who was 
selected was furious and he 
threatened to withdraw from 
the squad unless Fields was in- 
cluded in the Olympic games. 
Thus Fields got a berth to Paris 
Fields was in top form at the games. He 
demolished opponent after opponent and 





the two men put 
oxide thelr fiend: | 
ship and fought | cp 6 
ferociously for the | r t bo) 
honours. And in ~ 
the end, the man 
who lost was the man who got his opponent Olympic gold medal for 
into the team in the fist place. boxing 

Joe Sallas wos outboxed bby his friend 
Jackie Fields and Fields went home with the 








8, GOWRI, Trichy - 14. 








Father (to college going son) : How was 

the Geography lecture on Rocks and for~ 

mation of Rocks? 

Son + Tt just rocked me to sleep. 

Ashwin Raghu (aged 13), Coimbatore 
= 641 001. 
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Puppetry and Di 











ThE QUEEN OF 








actical way. 
tical concepts 
applicable in our day- 







|. Villuppatia, system was 
jor us to learn explained by means of small cubes, 
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Shapes were shown by 
arranging different eatables 
in order. Fractions were 
explained with the help of 
fruits and eatables, All types 





of angles were explained 
with the help of a few 
tonque-cleaners, The 
difference between the BY 
perimeter and the area of 
rectangles was explained 
naturally by means of crops and fenc 


SCIE 


The volumes of cubes and cuboids 
‘were shown by small cubes. Theorems 
regarding parallel lines and right- 
angled triangles and concentric circles 
were taught by the cutting and paper- 
folding methods. 


‘800 children from different schools 
came to see our show. 


NCE 


R. Gayathri, §.Pavishya, 
Jayalakshmi and 

E.Malius, 

Std VII , Vedavalli Vidyalaya, 
Walajapet. 














Origami was done by small boys 
and girls. Magic puzzles and magic 
squares were also explained by 
them using buttons, Through 
Villuppattu, children depicted 
|the tie of the great mathematicians 
of the world. The-different proper- 
ties of figures like triangles and 
quadrilaterals, were demonstrated 
by a puppet show. Small children 
danced to explain magic numbers, 
~ The aids used were simple and 
easily available. We learnt a lot by 
this novel experiment. More than 





A 


A 
soap! 
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What is the HEIGHT OF IMAGINATION? 


man emptying buckets of water into 


ithe Ganga, trying to make it the biggest 





the world 


What's the HEIGHT OF CLEANLINESS? 


‘man walking with slippers made of 
I 


‘Ashwin Raghu, Coimbatore- 641 001 





The rains are here, the rains are here, 
Bringing smiles in every sphere! 

0 Rain when you at last arrive, 

Farmers rejoice, “Our crops will thrive!” 


Trees and Flowers, fresh from a bath, 

Beautify each little path. { 
June to October, our date with you, 

Bring untold joys and life anew. ( 


Umbrellas rise when you pour down, 
Raincoats and gumboots fill the town. j 
‘My paper boats, as you can see, 
| sail with utmost fun and glee. 





In all the four long months you stoy, 
Thunder and lightening hold their sway. 


{ 


A rainbow often hugs our sky 
Who brightens up with smile so shy. 


Though floods and stornts, | know, you cause, = 
Without you, life | know would pause. 
With heavy heart, Ill watch you go 
s 
h 
a) 


But back you'll come, | know, | know. 











PLUM PARADISE} 











Ye cup curds 
% cup sugar (granules) 
44 cup powdered sugar 
% kg plums 

nuts to taste 


Tie the curds in a clean cloth 
and hang up till all the whey drains 
out. Boil the plums in % cup water. 
Add the sugar granules and 
continue to boil till thick. Cool and 


Be Ywe 





pass through a strainer. Blend the 
curds well with the powdered 
‘sugar. Add the plum puree, alittle 
ata time, til the mixture turns pink- 
ish. Garnish the dish with the re- 
maining plum puree and some 
chopped nuts. Your PLUM PARA- 
DISE is ready. Chill and serve, 


Niha Naik (aged 11), 
Hasrat High School, 
Mumbai - 400 059. 
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SPICY SPROUT CHAAT 


1 glass of sprouted green 
‘gram (moong) 
3 medium - sized onions 
1 tsp chilli powder 
4% tsp turmeric powder 
a pinch of asafoetida 
7 tsp mustard seeds 
2 medium-sized tomatoes 
salt to taste. 
Pressure cook the sprouted 
green gram for 2 to 3 minutes. 
Chop the onions and toma- 
toes fine. Take a Kadai’ and add 
2 tablespoons of oil. Add the 
mustard seeds and wait for 
them to splutter. Add the 
chopped onions and fry till they 
are golden brown. Toss in the 
chilli powder, turmeric powder 
and asafoetida and stir. Put in 
the chopped tomatoes 
alongwith the pressure-cooked 
the sprouted pulses, Add salt to 
taste, Let it simmer for 10 
minutes, This is a great side dish 
for chapatis or puris. 
Prabha Mallya (aged 11), 
St.Mary's High School, 
Goa-403 401 














EWPOINT 


Dear Editor, 
(B Everywhere we find people treat- 
ing animals cruelly. Animals too 
have a right to live. | was shocked 
recently to see some boys tying 
crackers on a sleeping dog's tail 
The cracker burst and the poor dog 
was limping in pain. All the people 
watching it, were clapping hands 
and laughing at the horrible sight. | 
could not believe that humans 
could be so heartless. Not even a 
single person took pity on the help- 
less dog. 

In many places we 
find goats and hens 
slaughtered for god. 
Would god really 
ask for such 
sacrifices? 
We find peo- 





ple hurting animals and treating 
them badly. But this could be 
stopped. If you find someone treat- 
ing animals badly or torturing them, 
Contact the S.PC.A. Bombay, (Tel 
no. 4137518). They may help the 
animal out if itis in their capacity. 

Latha S., (aged 11), 0.L.G.C. 
High School, Mumbai - 400 022. 


Dear Editor, 
j It is @ strange thing that in a 
country like ours, women are pa- 
raded in the name of 
Beauty Contests. This 
injures the image of In- 
dian Women and goes 
against our traditional 
values. It must not be 
forgotten that Saras- 
wati, Sita and Savithri 
are the models on 
which Indian 
womanhood 

is based. The 

present lead: 
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ership should think twice before 
permitting degrading events, like 
Beauty Contests, anywhere in this 
country. 

Dear Readers, | request you to 
write your opinions about this in 
view Point. 

Sandhya, M.K., (aged 16), 
Mysore. 


Dear Editor, 

@ This bears reference to the View- 
point column of the August 1996 
issue. In it one Ms. Nandita.S. had 
expressed a view that itis not cruel 
to kill animals and that it is part of 
the natural food cycle that man eats 
the meat of other animals. 

| totally disagree with this young 
lady. * 

am a vegeterian and naturally 
feel that itis cruel to slaughter ani- 
‘mals and eat animal flesh. 

Many people might ask 
whether it is not cruel to kill 
plants. Let me explain by placing 
a few facts given by the PFA (peo- 
ple for animals) Chairperson, Mrs. 
Menaka Gandhi. 
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1. Plants do not have a central 
nervous system. Even if we pre- 
‘sume that plants feel pain the way 
we or animals do, you are still do- 
ing the right thing in eating plants, 
not meat. Every time you consume 
meat, you are consuming a far 
greater quantity of plants, plants 
that the animal has eaten. if you eat 
meat you have ingested a far larger 
‘amount of potatoes or every other 
plant that a vegeterian eats. In fact 
you will eat 50 times more of the. 
earth's grain than any vegeterian! 

2. If you give up meat, you re- 
duce fat intake, reduce cholestrol 
and iron, lower your blood pres- 
sure and reduce the risk of con- 
tracting over 160 life - threaten- 
ing diseases. 

Moreover, Nandita had added 
that it is not man’s fault that he is 
intelligent. Agreed. But should man 
use his intelligence for cruel pur- 
poses? For slaughtering animals 
and eating their flesh? Today man 
has by his intelligence shown that 
being vegetarian is more healthy 
than being non-vegetarian, 

If meat is so essential, why are 
most of the world’s top athletes. 
sportspersons like Carl Lewis, 
Martina Navratilova and Chris Evert 
vegetarians? 

If you feel that killing animals is 
not cruel, then why are you 
shocked to read reports of mur- 
ders by terrorists in Kashmir and 
other places? 

BE VEGETARIAN and make 
‘others vegetarian, | appeal to all 





my dear friends. 


Pradeep S. lyer (aged 17), 
Calicut (Kerala). 


Dear Editor, 

9 As!.am writting, | am also skim- 
ming through the pages of the 
ULN.O. information booklet (or 
book, | should say). Four months 
ago, my S.S,T. teacher called me 
and requested (or rather com- 
manded) me to participate in the 
U.N.O. test to be held on 31st Au- 
gust. | hesitated, but ultimately 
agreed to do so, since other 
children were also participat 
ing. We waited for the book- 
Jet and at last got it on 22nd 
‘August. Some of the chil- 
dren didn't get booklets and jf 
they dropped out. We had 
tests from the 22nd to 28th, 
Vopened the book and was 
horified to find that it had a 
whole lot of facts to be 
memorised! | couldn't un- 
derstand what to do, but | eventu- 
ally started studying the portions. 
| also took a holiday on the 29th 
and a half-day on the 30th for my 
preparation. Eventually the 31st 
‘came and went and the test was 
quite easy. | had done well. We 
haven't yet got the results. But, 
readers, | have learnt an important 


lesson — unless you are perfectly 
sure that you can cope with a par- 
ticular activityas well as your stud- 
ies, it is not advisable to partici- 
pate. What do you think? 
R. Veena, (aged 15), Kendriya 
Vidyalaya, Dehradun. 


Dear Editor, 

@ Why do people litter up the 
roads? Many educated elders 
preach that the environment should 
be kept clean. But often they are 
the very ones who litter up the 






roads. People who travel always 
throw chocolate wrappers, plantain 
skins and what not on the roads. 
They do not care about cleanliness 
and pollution. So we children, the 
future citizens of our country, 
should be an example to others in 
keeping our environment clean. 
‘Samyuktha (aged 15), 
Salem. 
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